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CRITICISMS ON THE WORK. 
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But among the Tolumes of this description which have appeared, the 

one chieily deserving of notice is tjbat entitled ' Fifty-One Original Fahles.' 
Some of ttiem display great ingenuity and clevemess, othen much quaint humour, 
and the inoral tendency of them all is perfectly unohjectionable. 

<' The Tolume is extremely well ' got up,* the illustrations are always apposite, 
and theprinttng of tt is executed in a very saperior manner.*'— Times. ' 

" The autbor is a. modern .£sop : bis stories bear a genuine stamp ; they are sim- 
ple, yet powerful, and will afibrd lessons to children of a* larger growth, as well 
as those for whom they were more particulariy written." — Sündat Times. 

" The name of Job Crithannah is afflxed to the preface of this volume, and it is 
bot justice to htm to say that, as fhr as our Observation extends, bis fahles are 
among the best that have appeared in modern times. They are related in oorrect 
and elegant language, and the ' moral * is generally useful and important. We 
think the volume entitled to more than ordinary commendation, iis cnntaining many 
yalaable practical lessons, inculcated in a|i interesting and^ effective manner. The 
engravings are very numerous, and for beauty and spirit ezceed any praise we can 
bestow." — Wesletan Methodi&t Magazine. 

" A gentleman, of what nation or whence descended we know not, rejoicing in 
the psalmodical name of Job Crithannah, has resorted to the antique fields of fable 
to reap a harvest of fiime. He has associated himself with an ingenious artist 
named Robert Crulckshank ; and togetber they roam the plaJns of the animal and 
the moral world. We have been told that this octavo has cost a large sum in 
getting up ; we can readily belle ve it, and that, moreover, the author has been 
stimuluted in bis undertaking by excellent intentlons. Persons having the care of 
the edocation of young people will do well to examine the work ; it will probably 
toit their purpoees."*-<pSpBCTATOR. 

« . These principles are nadoubtedly good, confirmed by universal experi- 
ence ; and the moralist who studies to inculcate virtuo by these humble butpower- 
ful meanfi, is entitled to the gi'atitude of mankind. The author of the work beibre 
usis specially entitled to this distinction, having spared neither labour nor expense 
to make bis work, and the moral which it incukates, attractlve. The prlnting and 
the embellishments are excellent/'— Catholic Magazine. 

** Our young friends will one and all be right glad to possess this highly interest- 
ing volume, which abounds in lessons of deep and powerful moral interest, and 
which is illustrated by works of art, executed in Mr. Cruickshank's best and most 
humorous way.'* — Etangblical Magazine. 



ALSO, BY THB SAME AUTHÖR. 



Pnnted in 12mo. cloth^ 4$,^ afew Copies on Royal 8vo., proof plaiet on 

India paper^ 10«., 

DIVINE EMBLEMS, 

AFTER THE FASHION OF MASTER FRANCIS QUARLES, 

BT 

JOHANN ABRICHT. 

EMBELLISHED WITB THIRTEEN ETCHIMGS BY CRUfCKSHANK. 



CRITICISMS ON THE WORK. 



''This is a cnrious book, mach resembling the well-known Emblems of QaarleSy 
and embellished in the same antique, and we may add, grotesque style. There 
wems a degree of mystery as to the authorship, but'the Work itself is an interest- 
ing and successful specimen of the class of religioos productions to whkh it belong^. 
Itrevives the olden taste of the seventeenth Century/' — Eyakgblical Magazine. 

''This is a quaint little volame, to ourseWes not nnpleasing. We shall indulge 
ourselves so far as to make one extracL Here is the poem which accompanies the 
device of an inuocent youth playing a rubber with dummy, against we presume 
Vice and Cunning in the garb of FoUy ; it is intended to represent the presumptuous 
oonfidence of yoong Christians, who, confldent of their own abilities, ' seek for 
dispntations.' "—Athenäum. 

*' Old Francis Qnarles is a master in his art : the piesent anthor has studied in 
his school diligently, and follows him with willing and liyely steps. Having a little 
taste this way, we acknowledge ourselves to have been much pleased with his Per- 
formance."— Baptist Magazine. 

'< Why is this work, pablished in the early part of the year, so little known ? Its 
rery mystery should have made it populär, for we have here a modern ' Quartes/ 
with abundance both of poetry and erudition, shrouding himself trom Observation 
(personally), notwithstanding the light he shed over his pathway. These lyrical 
emblems should enter deeply into the hearts not only of the strictly rellgious, but of 
the thinking and moral sections of society generally. Tliat marked No. 0, is one of 
eztraordinary beauty. Hie oonduding one, No. 12, is a double emblem, and we 
inscribe it below. Hie etchings are very clever, and like the pages they illustrate, 
have irequently a pleasantly quaint and serio-comic character. We have a shrewd 
suspicion that the author is no other than the writer of those admirable Fahles, 
publfshed under the name of Job Crithannah : and the two works, so dissimilar in 
themselvesy certainly give us promise of no ordinary kind." — Weeklt Magazine. 
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DEDICATION. 



TO 



HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS PRINCE FREDERICK WILLIAM, 



CROWN PRINCE OF PRUSSIA. 



MaT IT PLEASE YOUR RoYAL HiGHNESS, 
SIR, 

I HAYE at length completed the very 
arduous and hazardous undertaking I had pro- 
posed to myself ; and have now the high satisfac- 
tion and honour to place the first copy of my 
Work at the feet of Your Royal Highness: 
whieh I proudly do, since I have espeeial pennis- 



vi DEDICATiON. 

sion to dedicate it to so illustrious, beloved, and 
truly distinguished a Prince; and confidently, 
since that Prince has already condescended to 
express bis gracious approval of a hastily-trans- 
lated portion thereof. 

If this my anxious endeavour to accomplish a 
faithful and poetical translation of the immortal 
Goethe's " Faust," as a wholey fulfil Your Royal 
Highness's expectations^ then is my hope realized, 
— if I succeed in meriting the respect of the 
highly learned and intellectual German nation, 
for having worthily rendered their great poet 
into EngUsh— and induee my own countrymen 
to extend their knowledge of German poetry, 
in consequenee of having placed before them 

« 

Goethe's masterpieee in agreeable versification, 
— then have I been the meatis of benefiting 
general literatnre, and my ambitio» has triumphed ; 
bat to Your Royal Highness be the konour; 
for it was the influence of Your graeioos padronage 
that stimulated me to perseveie, and encouraged 
me to complete. 



DEDICATION. rä 

May it please Your Royal Highness to permit 
me thus publicly to offer my grateful thanks for 
the favour You have conferred on me in becom- 
ing the Patron of this Work, and also for the 
praises You were pleased to bestow on the pre- 
ceding produetions of my pen ; to one of which 
I shall always feel a more than parental affection, 
as being indebted to it for originating in me the 
thought, and furnishing me with the occasion, 
to revive in Your Royal Highness's mind the 
memory of one, whom You had " ni vu. ni su. 
depuis yingt-six ans/' 

May it ftirther please Your Royal Highness to 
accept of my wannest wishes for Your Royal 
Highness's national and family happiness, and my 
fervent hope that Your Royal Highness may enjoy 
uninterrupted health and long life, — ^that so the 
World may profit by Your wisdom in the use of 
power, Your kindness of heart, Your courage, mag- 
nanimity, and love of justice — proceeding from a 
strong, briUiant, and eultivated mind, matured by 
the experience of years and eircumstances ; and 



vüi DEDICATION. 

Literature rejoice in having so powerful a pro- 
tector, and liberal patron. 

WiTH the greatest respect and attachment, I 
have the honour to subscribe myself, 



May it please Your Royal Highness, 



Your Royal Highness s 



most devoted and humble Servant, 



JONATHAN BIRCH. 



P R E F A C E. 



It was my Intention to have put forth this Translation 
Trithout either preface or note, but lest I should be charged 
with presumption or affectation in so closely imitating 
Goethe — and because it has been said in different quarters 
that there was no want of another version — that Goethe was 
already perfectly understood, and had had ample justice 
done to bis Faust — and that it was audacious in one 
unknown as a German Scholar and to the literary world, 
to &ncy that he could, in the face of seven English 
translations, throw new light on the original text, or 
improve its garb; for these causes, with feelings some- 
thing akin to pity towards such persons, and great diffi- 
dence towards the republic of literature, I have so far 
changed my mind as to o£fer a few remarks as to the 
why and wherefore, and a Statement of my principles of 
action in respect to the foUowing translation. 

I was partially acquainted with Goethe's Faust, so &r 

back as 1804, and became more so during many years' 

sojoum in Prussia, where residing amongst Germans, and 

mixing in all grades of society, I had ample opportunity 

b 



X PREFACE. 

of studying and practising the German language, as 
written and spoken by the peer, the highly-leamed^ the 
merchant, the mechanic, and the peasant, so as to become 
well versed in the genius of the language — since then my 
practice has been confined to occasionally reading a Ger- 
man author. 

About three years ago Faust again feil in my way, 
— I gave it much attention, and was rewarded by 
astounding delight ; for I discovered in it beauties which 
I had heretofore overleaped, reading it as I then did, for 
its Story and dramatic eflFect. I perused it again and 
again, and each time with increased pleasure and wonder. 
I attempted some detached parts in poetry, and found that 
I succeeded ; then did the first thought arise in my mind 
of making a complete translation. Not having seen any 
of the renderings into English, I possessed myself of two, 
and after having compared the parts I had done and them, 
and both with the German, I presumed there was room for 
another versified translation. So much for my possible 
capability, and the causes that led to my undertaking the 
foUowing translation. That my proper name is unknown 
to the literary world is true, yet have two of the produo 
tions of my pen passed the ordeal of criticisra, and re- 
ceived the reviewers' meed of praise, namely, my 
« FiPTY-ONE Original Fables and Morals," published 
five years ago, as written by Job Crithannah ; and my 
recently published " Divine Emblems," as by Johann 
Abricht, both being anagrams of my proper name. 



PREFACE. xi 

Belative to this translation, I have proposed to myself 
to give the meaning of my author fiilly, neither skipping 
over Bor avowedly leaving out any part ; but studiously 
masking such passages as might be considered objectional 
to delicacy — ^to give . it in poetry, line for line, ' and 
literally, where the genius of the two languages admitted 
of such closeness; for if too verbally given, Goethe 
becomes increasingly obscure, and his beauties remain 
undeveloped. I have therefore considered it better on 
some occasions, to give a good liberal English equivalent 
rather than a cramped verbality, so that the verse might 
flow^ v^ithout v^hich no poetical Version could ever become 
agreeable to the English reader, or approach to a display 
of Goethe's versification, — In fact, — a spirited translation, 
palpable, interesting, and pleasing, from its euphony to 
the Englishman, and satis&ctory to the Gennan scholar, 
&om its correctness. 

To attain my wishes, I have availed myself of the same 
latitude in my rendering, that Goethe permitted himself 
in composition, namely, making the rhymes irregulär; 
chiming the first and second, and third and fourth lines ; 
sometimes the first and fourth, and second and third ; and 
sometimes the first and third, and second and fourth, as 
occasion required, and suiting the number of the poetic 
feet to the ability of language to express the idea — ^at no 
time however sacrificing sense for Pope-ish equality, or 
spoiling the thought for the sake of a perfeot rhyme. I 
have also allowed myself in one or two instances to fill 
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up a sentence by a few words descriptive, — that the verse 
might the better play, taking care that they were in keep- 
ing, and not in any wise partaking of paraphrase, as in 
page 8, line 1 ; and in one instance I have kept the 
German word for a part of a key, rather than lose a 
beautifid parallel, (see note to page 37, Une 16.) I have 
also held to the form of his poetry when it diverges, as 
in page 51, where he makes the " Aged Peasant" dis- 
course in altemate rhymes ; in page 1 67, where Faust 
uses blank verse, and in the whole scene after the Wal- 
purgis Night, comraencing page 9,9S^ which is prose. 

The greatest liberty I have taken with this piece, as 
published in Germany, has been to give to the Prelude, 
Prologue, and Tragedy, a Dramatis Personee raisonn6, 
expressly for the English reader. Where I have ma- 
terially diflfered frora preceding translators, I have some- 
times defended my reading by a note, and where a passage 
in Goethe admits of doubt, or indicates a misprint, I 
have given to it the justest interpretation in my power, 
making it accord with the context, and the feelings of 
the Speaker towards the same party, on other occasions, 
as mpage 173, Unes 15, 16. 

How fer I have accomplished what I proposed, it is 
for the public tb judge: thus much I may truly say 
— I have devoted long time, unremitting attention, and 
great labour of thought to this work, ambitious that it 
should in some measure do justice to Goethe, and prove 
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-worthy of the high patronage that has been vouchsafed it. 
The notes are generally fbr the better understanding of 
certam passages by the English reader. 

During the delay that has iinavoidably occurred, and 
while these sheets have been passing through the press, 
I have devoted much time to the Second Part of 
Faust, which I pnrpose hereafter (should this obtain 
fevour) to present to the public, versified, printed and 
embellished in every respect similal* to the present. 

Although not so perfect as a Drama, it contains poetry, 
wit, and scenes of astounding power, equalling, if not 
siupassing such beauties in the First Part ; it has more 
of the agreeable — less of the heart-rending — is increa&- 
ingly difficult to fathom, — ^yet well rewarding the labour 
and study of the translator by the depth and novelty of 
the ideas when discovered. 

To those who have preceded me in translating Faust, I 
oflfer the band of fellowship; I can appreciate their 
labours and diflB.culties as they can mine — my diflFering 
with them in the construction of certain passages will not, 
I hope, generate either jealousy or anger — ^to each, the 
reading public are much indebted, — ^for every following 
translation has tended to develop the thoughts of the 
profoimd Goethe ; — ^but chiefly are they indebted to the 
nobleman who took the lead, — for by bis translation, was 
Goethe's Faust so agreeably introduced to the English. 
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To one passage I must call the attention of Germany, 
and request their good*will towards myself, when they 
examine the value of my proofs ; it is that on page 3 1 , 
commencing with " O Death ! " I have feit constrained 
to render it as I have done, notwithstanding I have been 
infonned that it is contrary to the general opinion, as 
gathered from the manner in which the passage is uni- 
versaUy given on the German stage. I have defended 
my conception of the part in a long note, wherein I have 
stated my reasons, and produced evidence which I 
consider favourable to the construction I have put 
thereon, from Goethe himself. The doing so I* hope will 
propitiate anger (should any be feit) at a foreigner pre- 
suming to offer an opinion on a passage in Goethe 
contrary to the accepted meaning. 



LIST OF SUBSCRIBERS. 



Her Majestt the Queen Dowager. 

His Royal Hiohness the Duke of Sussex. 

His Royal' Hiohness the Duke of Cambridge. 

His Serene. Hiohness Duke Charles of Brunswick. 

Hi8 HiGHNEss THE Prince Esterhazy, Austrian Ambassador, 

His Excellency Baron Bülow, Prussian Minister. 

His Excellency Baron Münchausen, Hanaverian Miniiter. 

His Grace the Duke of Bedford. 

His Grace the Duke of Devonshire. 

His Grace the Duke of Sutherland. 

The Right Honourable the Earl of Lonsdale. 

The Right Honourable Lord Viscount Palmerston. 

The Right Honourable Lord Francis Egerton. 

The Honourable Count Seckendorff. 

The Honourable Baron Werther. 

The Chevalier Benkhausen, ConsuUöeneral for Russia, 

Sir Frederic Madden, B.M. 

B. Hebeler, Esq., K.R.E., Consul- General for Prussia. 

A. W. Francke, EsQ.y Mayor of Magdehurgh. 

John W. Gibsone, Esq., Pmssian Consul in Liverpool. 



XVI 



LIST OF SUBSCRIBERS. 



Allan, William, Esq., R. A. 
Aiston, William, Esq. 
Appack, Frederick, Esq. 
Arnold, William R., Esq. 
Atkinson, Anthony, Esq. 
Audinet, P., Esq. 
Bagster, Samuel, Esq. 
Bagster, George, Esq. 
Bagster, Benjamin, Esq. 
Bagster, Jonathan, Esq. 
Bateman, William, Esq. 
Becker, J. G., Esq. 
Beckwith, — Esq. 
Bell, Charles, Esq. 
Berens, Henry, Esq. 
Birch, Jonathan, Esq. 
Bild, Dr. Golding. 
Bland, John, Esq. 
Brain, John, Esq. 
Brain, Thomas, Esq. 
Brin, William, Esq. 
Brin, John, Esq. 
Briggs, William, Esq. 
Brooke, William, Esq. 
Brooke, Henry, Esq. 
Brooke, M., Esq. 
Brooksbank, Thomas, Esq. 
Brown, R. P., Esq. 
Camroux, J. F., Esq. 



Clark, W. B., Esq. 
Cock, Edward, Esq. 
CoUard, William, Esq. 
Digby, L., Esq. 
Edwards, Nathaniel, Esq. 
Farn, — Esq. 
Fenn, John, Esq. 
Fowler, Charles S., Esq. 
Friedenburg, William, Esq. 
Gibbs, Richard, Esq. 
Grant, Edward, Esq. 
Hall, W., Esq. 
Hart, — Esq. 
Harrison, William, Esq. 
Heisch, Frederick, Esq. 
Hetton, J., Esq. 
Hilton, John, Esq. 
Hoeftman, Charles, Esq. 
Horry, John, Esq. 
Hülle, Jacob, Esq. 
Ihler, George, Esq. 
Jackson, Jab., Esq. 
James, William M., Esq. 
Kmg, William, Esq. 
Kiinzel, Dr. Henry. 
Lea, William, Esq. 
Lee, George, Esq. 
Lewin, G. H. Esq. 
Lightfoot, — Esq. 



LIST OF SUBSCRIBERS. 



XYll 



Lonsdale, James, £sq. 
Lonsdale, Richard, Esq.' 
Lonsdale, James, Jud., Esq. 
Lonsdale, Edward, Esq. 
Major, Robert, Esq. 
Marshall, William, Esq. 
Morley, Henry, Esq. 
Morton, Anthony K., Esq. 
Morton, Thomas Cal., Esq. 
Müller, Nicolas, Esq. 
Murray, J. Lawrie, Esq. 
Neate, G., Esq. 
Neate, S., Esq. 
Ovington, William, Esq. 
Palmer, George, Jun., Esq. 
Parish, Charles, Esq. 
Percival, J., Esq. 
Perry, Francis, Esq. 
Perthes, Besser, and Mauke. 
Picket, F., Esq. 
Pink, E., Esq. 
Pott, — Esq. 
Pulkes, J., Esq. 



Rees, Dr. 

Remmet, George, Esq. 
Robertson, Charles, Esq. 
Robinson, Becker, Esq. 
Robinson, — LL.D. 
Schlüsser, — Esq. 
Serie, — Esq. 
Shortland, George, Esq. 
Späth, Carl, Es^. 
Thistlethwaite, — Esq. 
Unger, J. A., Esq. 
ünwin, William, Esq, 
Waite, William, Esq. 
Walsh, Thomas, Esq. 
Ward, James, Esq. 
Webber, R. Esq. 
Wiebner, — Esq. 
Williams, Allen, Esq. 
Willis, Henry, Esq. 
Wilson, E., Esq. 
Woolhouse, W. S. B. Esq. 
Wright, S., Esq. 



THE PLATES TO BE PLACED AS FOLLOWS. 



No. 

1. Thy meniab, Sire, may mock ! . 

2. And, if I do not err, he draws a fiery wake 

3. What apparition have we brought with us? 

4. But one more good crunch ! and the spell it is yaia 

5. Is't not enough that I have pledged my word . 

6. Be careful that no drop ye OTerthrow ! 

7. Lying words, and lying faces . 

8. Then seems a veb of gauze^Uke mist 

9. And does a lambent flame prevent thee quaff? 

10. My beauteous noble lady ! may I dare 

11. Make haste ! her steps wend towards the door 

12. I woold give lomething could I know 

13. I wonder how thiB chain would look on me? . 

14. O thou art a blessed creature ! . • . 

15. Enough ! — now that I know that yoa be her 

16. What dost mutter ? . . . . . 

17. Worthiest of men ! — from my heart I love thee ! 

18. My quiet is gone ..... 

19. I look upon thy face — and caution^s gone f 

20. Help ! resciie me from infiuny 

21. How's this ? — my arm is paralysed ! 

22. Even shoiüd heaven pity thy condition 

23. Below thine heart .... 

24. Behold ! how trees do.trees poxmie ! 

25. They are the pyes of one that's dead 

26. Hound t^disgusting monster ! 

27. On! on! 

28. Thou dost hesitate to advance ! . 

29. Hither tome! ..... 
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INVOCATION 



^-V X. X 



INVOCATION. 



Again ye come ! ve^e fluttering forms of Fancy 

As erst, in glimpses od my sickly sight : 

Shall I this time, assay vrith force to clutch ye ? 

Inclines my heart for such delusive flight ? 

Onwaid ye press ! 'tis weU, float then around me 

As ye emerge from mist and vapour's night : 

My bosom feels youth's thrilling joys again, 

Moved by the magic-breath, that atmospheres your train. 



Ye bring with ye, the scenes of merrier days, 
And many a much-loved shadow to my view ; 
like to an old half-spent tradition's blaze 
Come on first-love and early friendships true, — 
Fast pangs reviye, and beckon back, the haze, 
The plaint, that labyrinthine Life ran through ; 
And friends are named, who of their life's broad day 
By fortune choused, were snatched from me away ! 



4 INVOCATION. 

They are all deaf to th' sequel of ray ßong, 

Those Söuls, to whom my early lays I sang — 

And dust, the friendly crowds, that did prolong 

The echo— when the loudest plaudits rang. 

My griefs, now sonnd to th' unknown stranger throng, 

Whose very praise, gives my old heart a pang ! 

And those who for my youthfiil ödes, feit thirst, 

If still they live ! are wand'ring o'er the world— dispers'd. 



Again I feel, though weaned for many a year, 
The wish, to know the world of Spirits, nigher- 
E en now, my faltering voice disturbs the air 
In lisping notes — like to the -ffiolian lyre — 
A hallowed chillness sways — ^tear chases tear, 
And my stem heart — is now sofl, mild desire ; 
What I possess, in misty distance see ! 
And what had disappeared — ^now seems, Reality. 



THE PRELUDE. 



THE MANAGER. 

THE POET. 

THE COMIC FRIEND, a joTial, jocose, wittj compauion, 
attached to the management 



MANAGER.— POET.— COMIC FRIEND. 



THE MANAGER. 

You Twain, who oft have stood by me 

In weal and woe — and sober sadness — 

Say what's to hope, in Germany 

From our atteinpt to bring them gladness ? 

I wish to please the miütitude — 

For they let live both man and beast ! 

The boaids are up — the cloth unelewed — 

And all expect a grand theatric feast ! 

There they all sit methinks, with upraised brow 

To be delighted by our scenic show. 

I whoVe long known to cater for the public, 

Ne'er feit myself in such a ticklish strait. 

And though they ken not much o* th' good Dramatic, 

Yet have they read a wondrous deal of late. 

How manage We, — that all be gay, and new ? 

Pregnant with meaning — and amusing too ? 

Oh I do love to see the mob 

Rim crowding to the booth in shoals ! 
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Boys, butchers, students, snip and snob, 
Push through the barrier, like young foals, 
By broad day-light — ^before the stroke of four, 
With shove, and shouting, to the place for checks : 
(As in a famine to the baker s door) 
To get a ticket — ^nearly break their necks. 
Such wonders — on such various people, may 
The Poet only work — ^my friend, do so to-day. 

POET. 

O mention not the motley crew ; 
Their Single look my genius awes — 
O, veil the people from my view, 
Whose breath compels us to the whirlpool's jaws. 
No, lead me rather to some silent vale 
Where for the Poet, joys are flowering — 
There love and friendship our poor hearts regale, 
Ethereal plants — of heavenly nurturing ! 
What in the bosom's depth, is there up-welling, 
What there the Ups in secret babblings pour : 
Now turbid running— then so brightly rilling 
Is gulphed for ever, by their gust of power. 
Often are years absorbed in the progressing, 
Ere verse assumes a form, to captivate the hour ! 
Born for the present are the flashing flights ; 
The Sterling authorship— posterity delights. 

COMIC FRIEND. 

O preach no more 'bout what the after-world may say : 
Suppose POSTERITY wcre all the question, 
Pray, who would fumish frolic for to-day ? 
Which will, and shall have much diversion. 
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The aid of a quaint, good-humoured chap 
May prove to you, Sir, no mishap ! — 
Those bards who know their feelings to impart 
With skill — ^fear not the public excitation, 
But rather wish that crowds attend their mart 
The theatre — more sure the laugh to start. 
Therefore, eheer up ! and give a gallant sample. 
Let Faney ! her füll choruses lead on, 
And of the Passions ! give us ample : 
But have a care— omit not lots of fun. 

MANAGER. 

But above all, be sure to deal out plenty : 

They come to gaze— oblige the gazing gentry : 

If plenty for their eyes and ears, you measure out, 

So that the many^ wonder-gape and bellow 

Then have you done the trick with th' common rout, 

And are forsooth, a very darling fellow ! 

Tou can the masses, only by a masse constrain ; 

Each one can then take something to himself 

If you give plenty, all will somewhat gain, 

And wme begrudge the loitered time, and pelf — 

Give you a piece — so let it be in pieces ! 

Such a ragout, the audience always pleases — 

'Tis lighter in construction — easier played. 

Suppose a genuine " five^act play " you ve made, 

The public censure but increases. 

POET. 

You think such task no mental drudgery ! 
You do not feel the Poet's glowing passion ! 
The superficial Messieurs Fudgery 
With you I see are now in fashion. 

c 
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MANAGER. 

By such reproof — untouched am I ! 

He who uprightly thinks may surely try 

To make ends meet — and choose the tools to fit. 

Remember ! you have loose-grained wood to split ! 

Weigh well the tastes of those for whom you write — 

Some, bnly come to kill the time tili night, 

Some, from an overladen4able feeding ! 

But what is worse — and real cause for fright, 

Too many from the curs'd new joumal reading ; 

All come to be amused, as to a masquerade : 

And every Step is winged by prying foolery. 

The ladies and their gear make gay parade, 

And play a part — ^without gratuity. 

What dream you ! perched on your Pamassian height ? 

Does not a crowded house impart delight ? 

Take of our patrons, Sir, a close survey, 

One half are listless — ^half rüde lusts obey — 

Those, from the play-house, go to play at cards ; 

These, to a riot-night in wenches' Company ! 

No need have you, poor silly bards, 

To wake the Nine for such-like trumpery. 

I say again — give them enough, much, more, 

That so, unerring, you may reach the goal ; 

Your winning game is still cajole, cajole ! 

To satisfy is sore 

What ails you ? is it rapture or the cholic ? 

POKT. 

60 to — ^and seek some more obsequious wight. 
What ! shall the Bard forego his highest right % 
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The Right of Man ! by Nature kindly lent — 

Shall he — ^for whim of thine, from glory's path depart ? 

By what enchantment does he move each heart ^ 

What magic vanquish every element ? 

Is it not Harmony — that from his bosom flows 

And on his heart — ^the world again bestows. 

When NATURE ! th' ever-length'ning harl of life, 

(Where all the germs of being as in ßtrife 

Are mix'd, and unharmoniouB through each other mingle,) 

Carelessly tuming, forees on the spindle — 

Who takes the flowing fibre off in equal skeins, 

And ranges them — ^idoneously ^ 

Who consecrates the sev'ral parts, tili all attains 

A form, that strikes the eye harmoüiously "? 

Who makes the raging winds pourtray the Passions — 

The evening red, in a solemn sense to glow ? 

Who plants sweet flowers of spring-tide fashions 

In the beloved one's path, and makes them blow ^ 

Who plaits the simple verdant leaf that nods 

In ehaplets o er the brows of Merit ? 

Who props Olympus — reconciles the gods "? 

Man's powers — reveal6d in the Poet ! 

COMIC FRIEND. 

Then put in use, my friend ! the magic power 
Of authorship— (the poet's heaven-sent dower), 
like to a love adventure with beginners : 
By Chance they meet — ^speak — touch — he lingers ! 
And by and by, the embrace is not exempted : 
Their bliss increases — and they are tempted ! 
Then they re enraptured — pain is absence : 
And ere they are aware — 'tis a Romance ! 



A 
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Be that our Drama's leading feature — 

Dash boldly into human nature : 

Few know it — yet each feels its festering ; 

Grasp where you will — 'tis always interesting. 

Vary your tableaux — ^mystify conception ; 

A spark of truth, and plenty of deception : 

Thus is prepared a most approved ragout, 

That builds and vivifies the crowd anew. 

Then congregate youth's beauteous blossoms, 

Flock to your play, and o er its deep plot brood ; 

Then do the tender, gentle bosoms, 

Draw from your work sweet melancholy food ; 

First one, and then anotheT is excited — 

All See their own heart's bent, and are delighted. 

For laughter they are ready, as for tears : 

Their passions are awake, to revel in your tints. 

Experieneed ones, may wield the critic shears, 

But growing minds are gratefiil for your hints. 

POET. 

Then give me back those thnes again 

When I myself was only growing ; 

Then did my breast a fount contain 

Of thronging lyrics, ever flowing : 

Then lay the world in mist concealed ; 

My bud, fair wonders then bespoke : 

The thousand flowerets then I broke 

That richly every vale revealed. 

I nothing had, yet sighed I not for treasure ; 

I searched for Truth, and found Delusion pleasure. 

Give me again, imfettered young desire, 

The luxury of pain, the pleasing rack — 
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The power to hate — love's raging &e. 
My youth, my youth — oh give me hack ! 

COMIC FRIEND. 

Youth, my good friend, may oft he wanted — 
In hattle — when the onslaught trumpets clang : 
When passion-full, as if enchanted 
Upon your neck the loveliest maidens hang : 
When in the hard-contested race — ^the wreath 
Yet distant far, invites you to the goal : 
When from th' impetuous whirlmg dance, for hreath 
You stop — ^and spend the night in festival and howl ! 
But to awake the well-known lyre — to touch 
With foree, or gently erring o'er the strings 
Effect a contemplated harmony hy such 
Considerate wanderings, as pure science hrings, — 
That, aged Sir ! is now your duty's pathway ! 
(Nor less though aged our honour and good-will.) 
Age makes not childish — as the people say : 
It but arrives and finds us chüdren still ! 

MANAGER. 

By bandying words there's nothing to be eamed, 
Fd thank you« gentlemen, to show me deeds ! 
Your compliments indeed are nicely tumed^ 
But nothing useful from your lathe proceeds. 
What helps 'bout Humour to be talking. 
Humour ! — the dawdler oft abuses. 
If you as real Poets would be stalking, 
Command the attendance of the Muses ! 
You know fall well what I desire : 
Strong mental draughts the crowds require — 
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So brew away ! and sparkling be the nm, 

What's skipp'd to-day — ^to-morrow finds undone. 

No time must now be lost — though quick its flight : 

The possible, must flog on Resolution ; 

Whom seize i' tb' hair, and hold füll tight — 

He can't escape, or fail to work aright, 

Although he serve you by — compulsion. 

You know that on the stage in Germany 

Mueh is produced for th' eye to gaze on — 

Spare nothing, gentlemen, on this oceasion 

In mechanism, dress, or scenery — 

Give them Heaven s great, and lesser lights, 

And use the Planets to your hearts' desire. 

Of Water, Bocks, and Trees, and Fire, 

Wild Beasts and Birds — be there no want, good wights ! 

In fact, cram in without a hesitation, 

The Whole — ^the mighty round of the Creation ! 

And change the scenes adroitly — quick and well, 

From Heaven, by way of Earth — to Hell. 



THE PROLOGÜE IN HEAVEN 



a JBramatic üS^terp* 



THE SUPREME. 

RAPHAEL. 

GABRIEL. 

MICHAEL. 

MEFHISTOPHELES, one of the fallen angels, who in this Mysieiy takes 
the pari of Satan, as lepresented in the book of Job. He obtains 
pennission to tempt Faust, which he does by the power of the trea- 
sures, luxuries, and amusements of the world, instead of, as in the 
former case, losses, bereayements, and disease. He calls himself the 
Spirit of Negation, and may be considered throughout the piece as a 
penonification of the Tempter of Manlund : bis language is of the 
sarcastic, not the bold defying, which Milton puts into the mouth of 
Satan. Such Mysteries were common in England two centuries and 
a half ago, and were exhibited even in poUshed parts of Germany 
within the last forty years, consequently long subsequent to the time 
when this Tragedy was planned. Goethe therefore penned this 
scene under veiy different feelings of piopriety to those we entertain 
in 1838 : to omit it is impossible, for, besides the sublimity of parts, 
the whole plot and moral of Faust depend thereon. 



THE SÜPREME.— THE HEAVENLY HOST.— 
To THEM MEPHISTOPHELES. 



The Thrbi Archanoels advance, contemplating the UniTerse. 

RAPHAEL. 

The Sun, in soft accord, as wont of old, 
Joins in proud rivalry his brother-spheres : 
And all, their fore-ordain6d joumey hold, 
Closing in thunder sounds — their circuit years ! 
The glorious sight, ennerves the angelic soid — 
Yet none may fathom the display 
Incomprehensible ! — ^the wondrous Whole 
Sparkles, as on creation's day. 

GABRIEL. 

Bapid — ^immeasurably quick 

The Earth-pomp whirls, and circles round, 

Changing its bright light — ^beatifie ! 

For shudderings, and night profound. 

In.foaming tides, the broad seas roam, 

Dashing their surges 'gainst the rocks' foundations. 

And dragged are rocks, and seas, and foam, 

For ever on, in swift rotations. 

D 
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MICHAEL. 

And storms in Opposition raging 

From seas o'er land — ^from land o'er ocean, 

In conflict mad engaging, 

Build deep-laid barriers by their motion. 

Now the destroying lightning's vivid flame 

Foreruns the awful thunder s roar — 

Yet, Lord ! thy messengers proclaim thy name, 

And the eahn tenure of '' thy day " adore. 

■ 

THE THREE ARCH ANGELS. 

The glorious sight, ennerves the angelic soul — 
Yet nane may fisithom the display 
Incomprehensible ! — ^the wondrous Whole 
Sparkies, as on creation's day. 

MEPHISTOPHELEB« 

Since thou, O Lord, hast onee again drawn near, 

And askest how terrene affairs have been ? 

•i 

And as thou'rt wont to be well-pleased when I appear ! 

So now amongst thy servants I am Seen. 

Pardon my simple tongue — ^too blunt for guile : 

Can't coin high words ! — Thy menials, Sire, may mock ! 

But pathos from me would only make thee smile> 

And since thou'st ceased to laugh, th' attempt might shock ! 

About the sun and worlds — IVe no report to giye : 

I only Scan how grumblingly men live ! 

The little god o' th' earth, however, keeps hiö caste. 

And is to-dliy as whimmy as o' th' past ; 

He perhaps, a trifle better might have thriven, 

Hadst Thou not given him that seeming light of heaven 
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Wliieh he callB Reason — but, beyond dispute, 

It makes him &r more beastly than the brüte. 

He seems to me, with th' high permission of your Grace, 

To be much in the long-legged Ciicket's case — 

Which ever flickering flies, and flying hops, 

And then — ^to grmd its ^^ old tune" — into the grass it drops. 

Twere better from the grass he never rose — 

In every filth he plunges now, his nose ! 

THE SUPREME. 

Hast thou to me then nothing more to say ^ 

Dost come etemally eomplaints to lay ? 

Nothing seems right on earth with thee ; for ever sad. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

My Lord, I find things there, as heretofore — confounded 

bad! 
Men are so wretched with your way to please them, 
That I can scarcely find it in my heart to teaze 'em. 

THE SUPREME. 

Dost thou know Faust ? 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 



The Doctor ? 



THE SUPREME. 



My servant. 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 



To be sure I do ! — He serves thee in stränge guise, I think. 
Not earthish is the numskulVs meat and drink : 
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His fermentatioiis drive him phantom joys to chase — 
And half aware too is he, that his head's possess'd ! 
From Heaven he would the brightest stars displace, 
And from the earth the choicest pleasures wrest ; 
But all that's near, and all that moves in Space, 
Contents not his deep-working haughty breast. 

THE SUPREME. 

Though now he serves me with entangied means, 
He soon a clearer light shall know. 
Kens not the Gard ner when the sapling greens, 
That bloom and fruit next year will show ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What is the bet ? — You'll lose him too, 

If I permission have from you 

By pleasing steps to lead him- — ^my own way. 

' THE SUPREME. 

So long as earth-beclogged is his condition, 
So long I do not say thee, Nay. 
Man's prone to err in acquisition. 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 



Thou hast my thanks — for with cold clay 

I never willingly did come in contact— 

'Tis with the plump red-cheeked ones I have tact. 

A corpse is far beyond my tutelary care, 

Mine is a " cat and live mouse " affair. 

THE SUPREME. 

Well ! be he committed to thy management. 
Entice his spirit from its fountain-head, 
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And lead it (hast thou the power to circumvent) 
With thee — ^thy downward path to tread — 
Sut stand abashed when failure thou must own : 
To a GOOD MAN, even in his darkest tribulation, 
The righteous path is not imknown ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Enough — ^if thou delay not the probation, 

I shaU not quake for my human speculation ! 

Have I success, which doubtless will ensue, 

Youll grant me a triumphal chaunt ^ 

Dust shall the Doctor chump, and love it too, 

like to the far-famed serpent, my Matemal Aunt. 

THE SUPREME. 

Even then may'st thou appear without a lower — 
'Gamst such as thee I have no loathing hate. 
Of all the spirits that denied my power, 
The Wag's the one I lightest execrate. 

(To the Heayenly Host) 

As man's activity is prone to doze, you know, 
(He being all too fond of unconditional ease,) 
I willingly have given him one to tempt and tease, 
Who being Devil, provides, and keeps him on the go. 
But YOU, ye sons of God ! of purest soul, 
Delight ye in this moving beauteous Whole — 
The Crescentive ! that ever lived and wrought, 
Embraee ye with ihe hallowed bands of love. 
And such appearances as wavering seem to move 
Them, make ye firm with everlasting thought. 

The Heavens dose ; the Angels separate. 
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MEPHISTOPUELB8 alone. 

From time to time I see the ancient Lord 
Most willingly — and heed to give offence. 

(To the Kt) 

'Tis vastly flattering, on my word, 
For Devil to confab with Omnipotence. 



FAUST 



9 Crag^. 



FAUST, an upright leaned Doctor of tha fiAeenth centarj» attached to a 
German College ; who, yexed at the small results of school leaming, 
beoomes restless in seaich of higher knowledge, which he iancies is 
within the grasp of man's mind and means. He resorts to Magic, 
and by practioe of the " black art," exoicises the De?il out of a 
black poodle dog, (Mephistopheles) who assoming the human form, 
and gaib of a Student, the temptation commences. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, the sarcastic tempting Spirit who appeaied in the 
Piologue. He attacks Faust thiough the senses and peasions, by 
which means he succeeds in making him guilty of great evü, but 
falls in breaking down his integrity of mind. To assist in the 
diamatic, ^ Faust sells himself to the Devil,** that is, a contract is 
made between Mephistopheles and Faust ; but the former fiuling to 
produce by all his administerings to the latter's desires such a calm 
in Faust's mind as that he should own himself ** satisfied," the con- 
tract proTes null at Faust's death, (as appears in the second part of 
the Tiagedy) and the wager mentioned in the Prologue is conse- 
sequently lost by Mephistopheles. 

WAONER, a Student, friend and companion of Faust, of great singleness of 
heart. 

MARGARET, a beautiful, innocent, and pious girl, thrown in Faust's path 
by the tempter ; becomes attached, and falls. 

MARTHA, Margaret's ndghbour, an intriguing widow. 

VALENTINE, Margaret's brother, an honest, bold soldier, much attached to 
Margaret. 

OLD COÜNTRYMAN. 
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THE SPIRIT OF THE EARTH. 

A STUDENT, who has come to place himself under Dr. Faust 
LIZZA, an acquamtance and neighbour of Margaret's, very rigid. 
WITCH, who gives to Faust the youth-iestoring diaught 

MoNKEYS, Spirits, Journeyhen, Country Folk, Citizens, Beggar, 
Old Fortune-Tellbr, Sbepherd, Soldier, Students, &c. 



IV AUERBACIl's WINE-CELLAR IH LEIPZIG. 



FROSCH, the Tapster Host. 

BRANDER, 

ALTMAYER, > Guests. 

SIEBEL, 



IN THE WALPUR6IS* NIGHT, OR MAY-DAY EVE. 

WITCHES, OLD AND YOÜNG. 

WIZARDS. 

WILL 0' TH' WISP. 

WITCH PEDLAR, 

Protophantasmist, Servibilis, Witches, &c. 



IN THE INTERMEZZO. 



OBERON. 
TITANIA. 
ARIEL. 
PUCK, &c. &c. 



ScENE — Faust' s Chambers and College — Neighbouring Country — 
The Hartz Mountains — Brocken Hill and Blocksberg^ ^c. 



NiOHT. — A lofty raulted, nanow, gothic Chamber, Faust is seen, seated at 

bis desk, much excited. 



FAUST. 

Ha VE I, alas ! Philosophy, 

Med'cine, and Jurißprudence, 

And, O most sad ! Theology, 

Studied with perseverance, — 

Now to be foiled, and know no more, 

Poor heated fool ! than I did before ? — 

Master, and Doctor I am dubbed, 'tis true ; 

Have led for ten years, in public view, 

Upwards and downwards, and awry as I chose, 

My simple seholars by the nose — 

And now to find out that we nothing can know, 

Is a brand to my brain, to my warm heart snow ! 

True 'tis ! Fve more tact than the conclave of loobies, 

Scribes, doctors, magisters, and clerical boobies ; 

Not torturcd am I by forebodings of evil, 

I fear neither hell, nor bis worship the devil ! 

Therefore, is gladsomeness tom from me quite — 

Conceit of being able to ken things aright — 

Conceit, that I ever shall know how to teach 

What might proselyte man, and put joy in bis reaeh ; — 

Nor have I gold, or house and lands, 

Or honour, such as rank demands ! 

E 
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Such a life with good-will, no dog would endure ! 
I have therefore gone over to sorcery's Iure, 
To try, if by power of mouth and mind, 
I cannot some secret worth knowing find : 
That so, I no more with anguish and-pain 
Compelled be to preach, what I shun to maintain ;• 
That I may find out, how the pond rous Earth 
Adheres to its centre — and what gave it birth — 
Behold how " cause " with " eflfect " still accords. 
And be no longer a trader in words. 

Oh that thy beams, &ir moon ! did take a peep 
For the last time on my sorrows deep ; — 
Oft at this desk, I have quailed my brain 
The midnight through — ^but quailed in vain, — 
When o'er my books and papers, thou ! 
Wouldst show thy pensive, friendly brow. 
Oh that I might but calmly tread 
In thy pure light the mountain's head ; 
Round mountain caves with spirits glide, 
Or float o'er fields, in thy waning tide : 
From all my knowledge qualms befreed, 
Bathe in thy dew — and feel relieved ! 

And do I suflFer still control 
In this cursed brick-and-mortar hole ? 
Where the bright light of Heaven but gains 
Admittance dull, through painted panes — 
My Space curtailed by heaps of books 
That Worms do gnaw, and dust beclouds ; 
Piled to the vault, their leamed looks 
A smoke-discoloured paper shrouds — 
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Bottles and boxes — vile aggressors ! 
Stuffed fiill of things of little need, 
The legacies of predecessors ; 
This is thjf world — a sorry world indeed! 

And dost still ask, why thy poor heart 
Fear-shrunk, within thy bosom quails ? 
Why an inexplicable smart 
life's pure affection, so curtails ? — 
For Nature's garden loveliness 
Where God placed man 'midst social tones, 
To live with smoke and mustiness, 
Beast skeletons, and dead men's bones ! 

Away ! and tread the ample land ; 
This Book of Mystery at thy side 
Written by Nostrodamüs' band, 
ShaU be thy füll, efficient guide ! 
Then shalt thou know the planets' way ; 
And when by Nature rightly taught, 
Then shall thy powers of soul display 
How mind with spirit barters thought. 
These hallowed tokens forcibly declare, 
'Tis vain for thee to stay, and study here. 
Spirits ! that float around in air, 
Answer me ! — ^if my voice ye hear. 

He tluows open the Book, and contemplates the Microcoshus. 

What rapture flows at this first glance 
Through all my senses, all my reins ! 
I feel youth's hallowed high-day trance 
Re-glow, throughout my nerves and veins. 
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Was it a god this sign portrayed, 
That it mine inward tumult stills, — 
That it my heart with gladness fills, — 
That it with hidden sympathy 
Nature's pure energies unveils to me ? 
Am I a god — ^to feel so mental clear ? 
Oh I do see in these fair lines displayed 
AU-working Nature! Tore my soul arrayed — 
I comprehend at length the saying of the seer. 
" The World of spirits is not locked, 
" Thy mind is shut, thy heart is dead. 
" Up, Scholar, up ! and bathe unshocked 
" Thy earthly bosom in the moming's red ! " 

He meditates on the Sign. 

How all things interweave — and nothing fails : 

Each in each other work and live ; 

The heav nly faculties raove up and down, and give 

From band to band, the golden paus ! — 

Laden with blessing-breatbing freights 

Each heavenly wing — earth penetrates 

Attuning all ; — the whole harmoniously reverberates ! 

O what a Sight ! yet 'tis but the eye-ball's Iure, — 
Where shall I clutch thee, illimitable Nature ? 
Embrace thee where ? — Ye Springs that life contain, 
On which the very heavens and earth depend, 
To YE my faded bosom would ascend : 
Ye flow, and satisfy, — ^and shall I pine in vain ? 

He hastily turos over the Book, until his attentioii is arrested by the sign of 

the Spirit of the Earth. 

How otherwise am I affected by this sign ! 
Spirit of the Earth ! thou'rt to me nigher: 



FAUST. 
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Already do I feel my powers mount higher ! 

I glow, as had I quaff'd new wine! 

My Courage soars the World to dare, 

Earth's sorrows and earth's joys to bear — 

With storms to buffet it about, 

And in the shipwreck's crashing bear me stout !- 

Clouds are gathering o'er me — 

The moon withdraws her light — 

The lamp's obscured ! 

It smokes ! red rays do flash 

Around my head. — 

From the eeiling a chUlness sinks 

That grapples me ! 

Invoked Spirit ! I do feel thy approach ! 

Reveal ! reveal thee ! 

Ha ! how my heart tugsj — 

To fresh sensations 

Are all its palpitations ! 

For Thee, my heart is rife — 

Thou must! thou mußt! — e'en should it cost my life. 

He graspB the Book, and pionounces mysterioudy the Spirit's sign — a reddish 
flame appears. — The Spirit manifests himself in the flame. 

THE SPIRIT OF THE EARTH. 

Who calls on me? 

PAUST (tuming his head away.) 
Terrific vision ! 

THE SPIRIT OF THE EARTH. 

Powerfiilly, thou hast drawn me near : 
Thyself, long nurtured on my sphere ! 
And now — 
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FAUST. 

Alas, I dare not look on Thee ! 

THE SPIRIT OF THE EARTH. 

With panting supplication thou didst seek to behold me, 

My voice thou wouldst hear, my countenance see — 

I grant thy soul-agonizing desire, 

And am here ! — ^what abject fears conspire 

To unman thee ? Where is that soul so great ? — 

The breast, that did a world create, 

Carry, and foster, that with high joy tremblance 

Did swell at thought of OUR resemblance ? 

Where art thou ? Faust ! — He whose voice sounded 

Throughout my reahns with power unboimded ! 

Art thou'he ? who but atmosphered by my breath 

Tremblest on the threshold of death — 

A frightened, writhing, pathway worm ! 

FAUST. 

What ! shall I shrink from thee, vision of flame, 
No, I am he ! — ^thine equal — Faust my name ! 

THE SPIRIT OF THE EARTH. 

In the storm of deeds, in life's constant flow, 

Up and down I wave, 

I sail to and fro ! 

Am birth, and grave — 

An etemal ocean — 

A changing motion — 

A glowing life. 
At the ever-buzzing loom of Time weave I, 
A living garment for the Deity. 
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Since thou dost ränge the earth from pole to pole, 
I'm with thee, busy spirit !— am of kindred soul. 

THE SPIRIT OF THE EARTH. 

Thou dost resemble only such as thou canst understand, 
Not me ! [disappears. 

PAUST, much conßised. 

Not thee ?— 

Who then ? 

I, that am the Image of the Deity, 

Not warthy to compare with thee ? 

Almock. 

O Death ! I know 't ! it is my Familiär — 

Doom'd are my splendid Hopes — my high career ! 
Alas ! that the fulness, of the flame-clad Vision, 
Should thwarted be, by th' sapless sneaker's intercision ! 



Enter Waonbe, in bis dressing gown and cap, -mih a lamp in his band. 

Faust turns reluctanÜy towazds him. 

WAGNER. 

Your pardon, Sir, — ^methought you were declaiming, — 

Tou read, I think, a Grecian tragedy ? 

To profit by that art I should be aiming, 

For as times go it worketh mightily. 

Fve often heard the saying praised — " In speech, 

*' The player may the parson teach." 
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PAUST. 

Yes, should the priest an actor be, 
Which happens Bometimes, — certainly. 

WAGNER. 

Ah, WE, Sir, who do pass recluse existence, 
Who See the people scarcely on a feast-day. 
And then but as 'twere through a glass at a distance, 
How by persuasion can we teach the way ? 

FAUST. 

If You don't feel, you cannot hunt them up — 
What does not spring from the very soul, 
And you with pristine eamestness develop. 
Will ne'er the public mind control. 
In vain you sit, and patch, and study, 
Re-hash the ragout, and higher season, 
And puff tili your ashen-heap the body 
Emit a blaze ! and the fretful flame then 
Blow on your gaping congregation ; 
The wonderment of fools, and children, — 
If your gums water for such approbation ! 
Toull never heart to hearts draw nigher, 
If in thine own heart germins not the &e. 

WAGNER. 

But declamation is a sov'reign charm ! 
I feel I lack that power to wann. 

FAUST. 

Seek, I advise you, Sir, the better gain ! 
Be not a clap-trap tinkling fool ! 
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Sense, and good doctrine to maintain, 

Needs little rhetoric from the school — 

And when with fervency you would speak out, 

Have you for words to beat about ? 

That declamation, you so dazzling find, 

Is firaught with gew-gaws — and the heart deceives ; 

It is unvivifying as the wind 

That whistles through th' autumnal leaves. 

WAGNER. 

Ah me ! Science requires much time t' attain, 
And longest life, " is short and vain ; " 
Yet do I feel, when studying deepest, 
For head and bosom, much distrest. 
Tis difficult I ween t' obtain the means 
To reach those Springs that never dry ; 
And ere half-way the beacon sheens, 
Must the poor-devil, droop and die. 

PAUST. 

Are mouldy parchments then, the holy wells 
Which have the waters that all thirsting stills ? 
Refreshing draught thou ne'er canst know, 
üntil thine own heart overflow. 

WAGNER. 

Your pardon ! but I find it Sir — instructive 
Into the spirit of past times to dive, 
To measure foregone sages' stretch of thought, 
With that, which we sofar have brought. 

F 
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FAUST. 

Aye ! to the very stars, so high ! so vast ! 

My friend, the Times that have rolled past, 

Is a seven-sealed hook of douhtfiil dates — 

What's called " the spirit of the times" inspected, 

Too often proves the spirit of some Potentates, 

In whom the " times " appear reflected ! 

And then it is a pitiful affair ! 

From which the mind recoils at the first view — 

A ruhbish-bin — a lumber-room — 

A State, and a mimicipal decree or two, 

With some, rare^ pragmatic maxims, 

Such as a puppet's mouth beseems ! 

WAGNER. 

But the World ! man's heart and mind, I trow 
Would all more closely know — ^that is my arm. 

FAUST. 

Yes, what the million calls — " to know " — 
Who dares to give the child its proper name ? 
Those few who something may have leamt, 
Not keeping knowledge from the crowd concealed,- 
Who feelings and researches honestly revealed, — 
Have, in " all times," been crucified or bnmt ! 
Excuse me, friend, the night is almost spent— 
We will break oflf the eonversation. 

WAGNER. 

Oh, I could stop tili early mom content, 
Might I prolong such leamed dissertation : 



FAUST. 35 

To-morrow, being glad Easter Sunday — 

Fermit me, Sir, some queries to propound ? 

I Ve studied eamestly — without allay ; 

And much have leamt — the whole I would expound ! 

FAUST alone. 

How firom the head, Hope never whoUy fadeth ! 
But ever to some airy Castle clings— 
She, digs with anxious band for golden things, 
And joys, if worms she finds to trade with ! 
Dared then a mortal voiee intrude its sound 
Where Spirit fiilness, circled me with day ? 
For once I feel kind thanks unbound 
Towards theb — ^poor single-hearted child of elay ! 
Yes, thou didst tear me from a hopeless &te, 
Just when despair my mind woiüd overtum ; 
The visioned Form ! was ah, so giant great, 
That I, my pigmy size might well discem. 

I, the image of the Godhead ! oh, sad reality — 
I thought me near the mirror of etemal Truth, 
Myself partieipant of heavenly light, forsooth ! 
Stripp'd of thy hated coil — Mortality ! 

I, more than Cherub — whose free power 
Through Nature's veins already 'gan to flow 
And to create — a heavenly life to know 
Feit worthy — ^how quiekly comes the penance hour ! 
One thunder-word has swept my dream away ! 
With THEE, myself I peril not to measure — 
Though I constrained thy Coming at my pleasure, 
Yet had I not the power to force thy stay. 
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In those delightfiil moments of existence 

I feit myself so small — so towering great ! 

Yet didst thoü spum me with harsh vehemence 

Sack to the imcertainty of manis estate. 

Who will instruct me now what shun, or when refrain ? 

Shall I obey the spirit's tyranny ? 

Alas, our utmost doings, as our passive pain, 

Serve but to hedge life's brief epitome. 

The brightest gifte, soül hath from heaven received, 
Are crowded on by stränge, and basest stuflF ; 
And having all the world holds good^ achieved, 
That BEST partakes of cozenage enough ! 
Our birthright's dower, the noblest sensations, 
Are au benumbed by earthly avoeations. 

Fancy, that onee with elipping wings 
And buoyant hope, the Etemal followed — 
Finds that but little Space her circuit rings, 
When joy on joy, in Time's abyss is swallowed. 
Care, quickly nestles in the blighted heart, 
And there she works the hidden ling'ring smart : 
Restless she cradles — ^troubling joy and quiet, 
Bedeck'd in many masks — ^to mask the more her riot. 
Whether as house and land, or wife and child appearing, 
Fire, water, sword, or poison ! — ^her power such is, 
We shrink from that which never touches, 
And what we never lose — ^for that the eye is blearing. 
The gods ? I liken not to them ! too sure that truth is found : 
More to the worm that blindly trails the ground, 
Who seeking in the dust the food it craves, 
The traveller's footstep overwhelms, and graves ! 
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Are not the lofty walls, wherein I'm closed, 
With all their hiindred layers, of dust composed ? 
And dustj the frippery and foolery 
That in this moth-world, so oppresses me ? 
Here shall I seek to find thefood I want"? 
Shall I perchance a thousand volumes scan, 
To know that we are doomed to quail and pant, 
That, here and there, has lived a happy man ? 

Why dost thou grin at me, grim empty skull ? 
Is't that thy brain like mine mistook its way ? 
Seeking for noon-day, in the twilight dull — 
Lusting for truth, went wretchedly astray ? 
My INSTRUMENTS, foTSooth ! must moek me too : 
Cogs, cylinder, wheels, strap, and screw — 
I'm at the gate ! ye, should the keys be ; dolts ! 
Yonr heards are shaggy, but ye heave me not the bolts. 
Mysterious even at fiill day — ^her veil, 
Nature permits not to be drawn or ta'en ; 
That, whieh she will not to onr minds reveal, 
No power of screw, or lever, can obtain. 

Ye OLD UTENSILS ! nothing worth to me, 

Ye're here, because ye served my father's tums : 

And thou, old scroll, must sojourn smokily 

So long as on my desk the sad lamp bums — 

Better hadst spent thy little in rüde riot, 

Than burthened with that little, fume and fret : 

What thou hast heired if proving of no use, 

The holding is a burthen, and gives pain — 

To hoard up lumber, is a sore abuse ; 

That which the present need supplies, alone is gain ! 
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er yonder spot, why hankers thus my sight ? 
Surely that flask a magnet's influence hath — 
Why feel I all at once so spirit-light ? 

As wood-henighted man, when moonbeams lamp his path. 

Welcome, thou matchless flask! I greet thy friendly 

face: 
With care I hand thee from thy resting-place — 

1 honour thy Contents, acme of art and sense ! 
Sweet opiate of the gorgeous poppy flower — 
Thou deadly essence of its subtle power ! 
Now prove upon thy master, thy benevolence. 
I see thee — and my pain of mind decreases ; 

I clutch thee — and my craving almost ceases. 

My Boul's high flood-tide ebbs out eagerly — 

I am bound, for the boundless ether sea ! 

The glassy waters shine beneath my feet ! 

And a more splendid day, hails me new shores to greet. 

A fiery chariot, bome on pinions bright, 
Approaches me ! — I am prepared — ^inclined 
To seek a path through Ether s realms of light, 
To spheres of pure activity, and mind. 

Whence is this high-aspiring, godlike exaltation ^ 
But now a worm /— can this be thy desert ? 
Yes ! turn upon the sun of this creation 
Undauntedly thy back — boldly assert 
And proof thy darings — ^lay the portals low 
Fast which all beings willingly would sneak. 
Now, is the time, by mighty deeds to show, 
That angel power gainst human-worth is weak. 
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Before that dusky cavem not to shake, 
Where restless Fancy dooms herseif to quail, 
To force yon passage, and not quake 
Around whose mouth hell's flames assail^ 
Cahnly that step I dare : resolved to explore 
Even at the risk to flow, and be no more. 

Come down, thou much-prized crystal cup — 

Forth from thy time-wom dingy envelope — 

On thee for many a year I have not thought : 

Oh, thou wert wont to sparkle at my pather's feasts, 

Gladdening the spirits of the moodiest guests, 

When passed fiom hand to hand with wine befraught. 

Thy EMBLEMS quaint, rieh with the graver's skül, 

The quaflfer's duty , rhyme-wise to explain ! 

The effort in one breath thy bowl to drain ! 

Becal those youthful nights, of frolic and good-will. 

Not to a neighbour would I hand thee now, 

Nor run my wit against th' engraver's plough. 

Here is a juice, that quickly will enthral — 
With the brown stream I fill thy curious bowl— 
That which myself prepared, that, I select withal : 
And be this parting draught, with all my soul 
A salutation to the mom's high Festival ! 

He places the Goblet to bis Ups. 

Beils at a distance ringing-in Easter. Choristen heard singing the 

Easter Hymn. 

CHORUS OF ANGELS. 

Jesus is risen ! 
Joy to fikUen man ! 
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For the comiptible, 
Houseless, driven, 
Want heritable 
Son of man, 
Is changed — ^up-risen ! 

FAUST. 

What deep-toned sounds ! — ^what silv'ry melody 

Draws from my lips the cup, with hallowed power ? 

Froclaim those Beils the bless6d psalmody 

Of the Eastkr-fksti val's first hour ? 

And do the Choristers, already chant the soothing song 

That erst around the tomb so loudly ning, 

When angel-lips the proved "new covenant" sung? 

The Hymn oonttnued. 
CHORUS OF WOMEN. 

Sweet with spiees and myrrh 
We made him ; 
And in the sepulchre 
We laid him. 
With clean cloths to bind 
Swathed we onr " dear," 
And now we find 
Christ no more here ! 

CHORUS OF ANGELS. 

Girist is up-risen, 
Rejoice, ye beloved ! 
He — ^the heart-breaking 
Salvation-workmg 
Trial, has endured ! 
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What ? seek ye me — ^ye powerfiil, ye dement, 
Ye teavenly sounds ! even in the dust ? 

let your sweet notes swell, where softer hearts frequent : 

1 hear your tidings — ^but th' accoimt distnist — 
That wonder \& faith's darling Infant. 

To reach those spheres, my striving has no motive : 
There may the message sound a blessed tnith — 
And yet those tones, familiär from my youth, 
Call me, methinks, e'en now, again to live. 
A time there was, when heaven's love-kiss feil 
On ME, when Sabbath stillness hallowed aU ; 
Then with a thrilling awe, I heard the minster bell, 
And solemn prayer was joy devotional ! 

An indistinet, but pure desh'e, 

Led me to woods and meadows lone ; 

There, under countless tears of fire, 

I feit a World spring up, that seemed my own. 

This SONG announced my youth's more sportive games, 

The spring-tide holiday, and free rejoice ; 

Now Memory, with childhood fondness, claims 

That I should stay my rash resolve — ^sweet voiee ! 

Prolong, prolong that heavenly strain ! 

My tears gush out — ^Earth has me back again. 

The Hymn contiiiued. 
CHORUS OF DISCIPLES. 

Has the entomb^d One 
Ascended to heaven ? 
The living exalted One 
Gloriously risen ? 

G 
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Is He in worthiness 
Joy-giving near? 
Alas ! we in earthliness 
Still sorrow here ! 
Left He his own 
SufTring with us behind ! 
Ah! webemoan 
Master, thy peace of mind. 

CHORUS OF ANGELS. 

Christ has arisen 
Forth from corruption's lap, 
Your fetters are riven, 
Be joyful and clap ! 
Hirn loudly naming, 
His love proelaiming, 
Brotherly dwelling, 
Preach ye him travelling, 
Salvation revealing ! 
For You is the Master near, 
For you is he there ! 



OuTsiDB THE CiTY Walls.— Holiday FoUu of eFery description strolling 

out of the Gates for the Coontiy. 



JooRNEYMEN Mbcbanics, Shopmen, jcc. &c. in parties and ängle. 

FIRST JOURNEYMAN. 

Whither bound, that way ? 

SECOND. 

We give the " Jägerhaus " a tum to-day. 

FIRST. 

We go to the Inn upon the hill. 

A SHOP APPRENTICE. 

Take my adviee — ^let's to the " Water-mill." 

SECOND. 

'Tis a bad road, you know. 

SECOND JOURNEYMAN. 

And where art thou for ? 

A THIRD JOURNEYMAN. 

I go where th' others go. 
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A FOURTH. 

Let's all to Burgdorf — weVe sure of there 
The prettiest girls, and the best of beer, 
And bang-up battling ! 

A FIFTH. 

What, madcap ! hast foi^otten thy thrappling ? 
Does th' hide itch again, for thou knowest what ! 
The name's enough for me — ^it makes one hot. 

A SERVANT GIRL. 

I shan't ! — 111 back to town — don't teaze ! 

SECOND SERVANT GIRL. 

Come, come, well find him neath the poplar trees ! 

FIRST SERVANT GIRL. 

Marry come up ! and what th' better should I be, 
To See him coaxing of you, and sHghting me ? 
Hell danee with none but you upon the deals. 
Fine sport, indeed ! to see you, kicking up your heels. 

SECOND SERVANT GIRL. 

This time he's not alone, but brings his handsome friend 
Young " Curly-poU ! " — ^will that your temper mend ? 

[Exeunt 

A STUDENT. 

Zounds ! how those buxom wenches step it out, 
Come, let's o'ertake, and toddle 'em about — 
A flagon of strong beer, good pungent tobaceo, 
And a trig lass — ^is pastune, comme il/aut 
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Citizsn's Dauohters approaching. 
THE FIRST. 

Do look at those two Stiidents, Emily, 
Is it not shameful that such youthful blades, 
When they might have our genteel Company, 
Should thus be following servaat maids ? 

SECOND STUDENT. 

Don't hurry so ! behind us come on two 

Jauntily dress'd in bonnet, silk, and für; 

Faith ! one's my neighbour^s daughter, who 

I rather like — I often chat with her. 

They Ve Coming on, at quiet pace, 

Let's walk with them, and drop the servant chase ! 

FIRST STUDENT. 

No, no, I hate to be restrained ; 

Come stir your stumps ! or th' game will blink us. 

The hand that yesterday the broom sustained, 

Lacks not to-day, the cunning to caress ! {^Ea^eunt 



TOWNSMBN^ WIFS8, &0. 



FIRST TOWNSMAN. 



I don't half like our new Mayor's management, 
Since he's in power he's grown quite insolent ; 
And for the town's weal, what's he done for that ? 

Why worse than nothing made trade flat ; 

Yet we like fools submit, and quietly pay more 
Than was demanded heretofore ! 
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A BEGGAR, siuging 

Kind gentlemen, and lovely ladies, 
With sumptuous dresses, rosy cheeks ! 
O cast on me your beaming blue eyes ; 
My poverty, my garb bespeaks — 
Let me not plead in vain, I pray ! 
Those most enjoy, who give most freely. 
This merry-tide when all keep holiday, 

make it a harvest-home to me. 

SECOND TOWNSMAN. 

There'ß nothing on a feast, or Sunday, I so like 
As a good chat on war — and war's-array 
At a dißtance, behind us, there in Turkey ! 
Where they fight, helter-skelter, sword and pike. 

1 like to get to the window, quaff a cup of Rhenish, 
And see the vessels down the river glide ; 

Then homeward move, well-pleased and firesh, 
Blessing our peaceful times — at eventide. 

THIRD TOWNSMAN. 

Neighbour, well said, I quite agree with you ! 

Let them crack pates, who take delight 

In war — ^let them their battling pursue, 

So that at home we find all right and tight ! [Exeunt, 

AN OLD FORTUNE-TELLER, 
Following Freemen's Daughteis. 

Ay, ay, how smartly dress'd ! Oh the young blood ! 
Lor ! who can see, and not be in love with you ? 
You need not be so upish tho' ! 'tis vastly good ! 
I know what ye want ! and where they are had too ! 
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A freeman's daughter. 

Agatha, begone ! 1 take especial care 

To avoid that jade, where the public are ; 
Faith, on St. Andrew's night, she showed to me 
My fiitiire sweetheart — ^bodily ! 

THE OTHER. 

She showed me mine m a mirror-glass, 

Soldier-like, with more audaeious feDows ! 

I look about, and stare at all who pass, 

But catch no glimpse of him, or such like clothes ! 

SOLDIERS, ane singing. 

Of Castles with high walls, 
Keep, and baronial halls — 
Proud-minded beauties, 
With haughty disdainfhl eyes — 
rd be surmounter ! 
Keen the encounter, 
Glorious the prize ! 

To the trumpet's tirah ! 
We march into action, 
Some to huzzah ! 
Some to destruction ! 
Comes on the stonning hour 
Hurry, and dm ! 
Maidens and tower 
Are sure to give in ! 
Bold the endeavour, 
Glorious the pay ! 



48 FAUST. 

And the brave soldier 

Marches away. [^Exeimt, 

Faust and Waoner stroUing towards the Country. 

FAUST. 

From Ice befreed, are brooks and river, 

By genial Spring's reviving sheen ; 

The vales have donn'd Hope's fevourite green ; 

And hoary Winter, with bis feeble shiver, 

Has crept to the mountain caves in spieen, — 

From whence, in showers of bootless spite. 

He shakes the streaky hailstorm wide, 

Spring's early, young, green tints to hide : 

But the warm sun endures not, white. 

He, reigns o'er Vegetation fonning, and striving, 

AU m bright colours vivifying : 

And as no beauteous flowers to bloom give omen. 

He decks the scene, with smart-dress'd men and women. 

Now will we tum our backs on these &ir heights, 
To where the town the eye invites — 
Forth, from its dismal cave-like gate 
Behold, what groups do emigrate, 
Willing this day, to sun themselves abroad — 
They celebrate the resurrection of the Lord ! 
For they are themselves uprisen, of all grades ; 
From mean houses, and smoky apartments, 
From the fetters of &ctories and trades» 
From the stifle of high roofs and batüements, 
From narrow streets and back Settlements, 
From the Church's venerable night, 
Are they all brou^t unto the light ! 
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» 

See ! how the buoyant crowds their mirth display, 

As through the garden-grounds and fields they stray ; 

Behold on the river s breadth and length, 

The light skiffs traverse playfiilly ; 

And yon last craft, firaught to its utmost strength, 

Now hoists its canvas for the distant sea. 

Even on the mountain path distinguish we 

Gay coloured dresses — spanglingly ! 

Already do I hear the sounds of village mirth ; 

There is the lowly people's heaven on earth — 

They are content — and heart-felt gladness know ! 

Here am I man — ^here dare I be so ! 

WAGNER. 

With you, rever6d Sir, to stroU about 
I feel an hononr — and instructive. 
Thus far, alone, I, had not ventured out, 
Holding rüde sports as morally destructive — 



That fiddling, skittling, bawling, striving, 
Is in mine ear discordant ringing ; 
They bawl, as 'twere the Evil One a-driving, 
And call it merry-making — call it singing ! 



Peasantry beneath a Lime Tree. 
SONG AND DANCE. 

To dance the Shepherd swain put on 
Coloured jacket, wreath, and ribbon, 
Trigly was the wooer dress'd. 
The crowd beneath the linden tree 
Already danced right merrily, 

H 
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Juchhe! Juchhe! 
Juchheisa! Heisa! He! 
No fiddle-bow had rest. 

Quickly he stepp'd to join the dance, 
And nudged a maid, as if by chance, 
With his elbow cunningly. 
The buxom maid tum'd round, and said, 
" That find I woefully ül-bred," 
Juchhe! Juchhe! 
Juchheisa! Heisa! He! 
" You are uncouth I see." 

Yet for ther dance he gets her plight ; 
They foot it left, they foot it right, 
And furbelow mounts to knee. 
They soon wax red, they soon wax wann, 
When breathless, resting, ann-in-arm. 
Juchhe! Juchhe! 
Juchheisa! Heisa! He! 
Elbow, and hip agree. 

'' Don't be so very sweet," said she, 
^' Ofttimes a simple lass like me 
" Has paid for such like frolic ! " 
Yet, did he coax her step aside. 
Whilst from the lime-tree sounded wide, 
Juchhe! Juchhe! 
Juchheisa! Heisa! He! 
Squeaking and fiddlestick. 
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AN AGED PEASANT. 

High-learned Sir, 'tis kind of you 
Not to disdain us on this day, 
But seeking out, poor simple folk, 
In CAP and gown, do hither stray ; 
Therefore from this our bonniest mug, 
Which we with sparkling fresh-drink fill, 
We beg you quaflf, and 'tis our hope 
" That it your thirst not only still, 
" But that each drop may prove a day 
" Added to your life, for aye ! " 

FAUST. 

I take th' enlivening draught with pleasure, 
Wishing you " Health in ample measure ! " 

AGED PEASANT. 

Sooth, sooth, it is right bravely done 

To seek us on a — Festival, 

For times long past when you came here 

A deadly sickness spread o'er all ; 

Many who now around us crowd, 

Your father, when disease most raged, 

Snatched from the buming fever's band ; 

'Twas HE the pestilenee assuaged ! 

You then a comely stripling were. 

And sought each cottage-hospital ; 

Corpse upon corpse we carried forth, 

But you came out, Sir, purely well : 

Where danger threaten d, you were by ; 

Helped was our help, by the Helper on high ! 
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ALL THE PEASANTRY. 

Health be to Hirn, whom heaven heeded, 
That he may help again when needed ! 

FAUST. 

To HiM on high be bowed the head, 
Who teaches how to help — and sends the oil, and bread ! 

[^Ea^eunt, 



Fields. — Wagner and Faust. 
WAGNER. 

Exalted man ! what must thy feelings be, 

To hear from multitudes such gratefiil praise ? 

He must feel happiness, whose gifts can raise 

Such thankful plaudits honestly ! 

Proudly the father showed thee to his heir ; 

All ask, and run, and crowd, with eyes in quest ; 

The fiddles stop, the dancers rest ! 

You move — in rows they stand and stare, 

And every bonnet waves i' th' air ! 

It wanted little, they had bent the knee 

As to the Venerabile ! 

FAUST. 

Yet a few strides and we shall reach yon stone, 
And there well rest us from our wandering. 
Here sat I ofttimes, deep in thought, alone, 
And quailed myself with prayer and penancing. 
Brim-fuU of hope, in faith o'ertowering, 
With tears, and sobs, and wild hand-wringing 



< 
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I thought the stay of that awful pest, 

From heaven's mighty Lord to wrest ! 

How now like satire sounds their pean ! 

Oh, couldst thou in mine inmost read 

How little sire and son 

Deserved such meed ! 

My FATHER was a gloomy, honourahle man, 

Who, Nature in her hallowed circle sought 

XJprightly — ^but on his own stränge plan 

With great laboriousness of thought. 

He in soeiety of more adepts 

Within his laboratory locked, explored, 

And after proof of diverse preeepts 

The *' opposites" together poured. 

There was red lion, a hold lover, 

In tepid bath to the lily married, 

ITien both the fire flame over, 

From this to that bride-chamber hurried. 

If thereon showed in colours varied, 

The young Queen in the glass recess, 

That was the Antidote — the patient took and died ; 

And no one asked, " who convalesce.'' 

Thus did we, with our infernal electuary, 

Sweep oflF the valetudinary, 

More sure than the pest on its worst days ! 

To thousands, did I, the poison givft ; 

They dwindled, died — ^yet must I live 

The MURDERER, to hear their praise ! 

WAGNER. 

How canst thou on such score, so cherish grief ? 
Does not a worthy man enough, 
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Who conscientiously prepares the stuff, 
And promptly visits those who need relief ? 
If thou as youth, thy father didst revere, 
So wert thou pleased his knowledge to receive ; 
If thou as man mak'st science still more clear, 
So can thy son with more effect relieve ! 

FAUST. 

Thrice happy he, who still can eherish hope 
From this o'erwhelming error-sea, t' emerge — 
Alas ! for what we do not know, we ever grope, 
And what we know we find no will to urge ! 
But let US not the joy the present brings, 
Mar with sad thoughts — on saddest things. 

Behold ! how the glow of the setting sun 

Gleams on yon cot, begirt with trees ; 

He moves, descends — the day is done! 

He hastens to revive th' Antipodes. 

Ah ! that no wings are mine to mount, to soar, 

To foUow in his wake — and all explore. 

Clothed in his everlasting evening rays, 

I then should see the still world neath me glow ; 

Serene each Valley, every height a blaze : 

The silver brook, in golden streamlets flow. 

No rugged hill, nor ravine with delays, 

Could then obstruct my godlike course ! 

E'en now in mind the sea and its warm bays 

With my astonished eye discourse ! 

But, lo ! the GOD is fled, and twilight wraps the whole. 
Yet the new impulse wakens up my soul ! 
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I fly to quaflf his everlasting light ! 

Before me day — ^behind me Coming night — 

Heaven o'er my head — ^beneath my feet the sea ! 

A pleasing dream — ^but he has fled from me ! 

Alas ! the wings of spirit will not stay 

Their flight, for hobbling wings of clay. 

Yet is it bom with every creature 

To soar, and forward press and pant — 

As o'er us, lost in the cloudless azure, 

The warbling lark trills out her ehant ; 

As o'er the mountains' jaggy pine trees, 

On pennons broad the eagles roam ; 

As over hüls, and plains, and inland seas, 

The heron strives for distant home. 

WAGNER. 

I too have had my hours of discontent, 
But such desire my mind did ne'er present ; 
Although the eye may tire of field and brook, 
Yet to a bird-like flight I never feit inclined : 
Far otherwise one's bome on th' wings o' th' mind, 
From page to page, from book to book, — 
So, are indeed long winter nights well spent : 
Such mental living warms the very thews ! 
And should one chance on a curious-parchment, 
'Tis as if Heaven descended with glad news. 

FAUST. 

As yet one, impulse hast thou feit — ^so well ! 
O never strive to know another. 
Alas, twain souls within my bosom dwell, 
That struggle hard to quit each other ! 
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The one, with lusty, sensual desires, 
Grapples the world with keen organic claws ! 
With all its might the other one, aspires 
To the bright fields of high progenitors. 

If there be spirits in the air 
That ruling, float 'twixt heaven and earth ! , 
From your bright ether-realms repair, 
And to more, varied being, lead me forth ! 
Oh that a magic cloak were mine, 
To bear me to some distant shore : 
Than costliest robe I'd prize it more, 
And cheaply hold, the imperial ennine ! 

WAGNER. 

Invoke not, Sir, those well-known swarms 
That active spread throngh ether s space ; 
Oh, they collect a thousand harms 
For MAN, from eveiy wind and place. 

The sharp-fang'd spirits of the north 

Wound thee with arrow-pointed tongues ; 

Those from the husky east, in drought come forth. 

And säte them on thy labouring lungs : 

From the bot south and buming deserts, some 

Glow on thy skull, and scorch thy birain : 

And those from th' west with genial showers come, 

Only to deluge fields and thee with rain. 

List'ners they are ! on mischief ever bent, 

Very subservient, purposing to cheat ; 

They would appear as if heaven-sent. 

And lisp like angels, when with lies replete. 
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But let's return, the world is clothed in grey ; 
The air grows cool : the dews fall heavily. 
At evening-tide one feels a love towards home. 
Why thus entranced ? — ^thine eye doth roam ! 
What can at nightfall cause that sense such trouble ? 

FAUST. 

Seest thou yon black dog ränge thro' com and stubble? 

WAGNER. 

Yes, long have seen ! — ^yet nothmg out of nature ! 

FAUST. 

Look to IT well ! — for what take you that creature ? 

WAGNER. 

For a black Poodle dog, nought eise, which bounds 
Some worthy master s foot to trace. 

FAUST. 

Do you not see, how in shell-like spiral rounds 
He beats — ^approaching still this place ? 
And, if I do not err, he draws a fiery wake 
Behind him, on the path he leaves. 

WAGNER. 

I nothing see but a black dog, of poodle make. 
Perchance y our eye, your mind deceives ? 

FAUST. 

He seems to form, with magic subtlety, a coil, 
With which he plans our feet to toil ! 

I 
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WAGNER. 

I See him doubtfiil, timidly beat round, 
Having two strangers, for one master found. 

FAUST. 

The circles lessen ! — now he's near ! 

WAGNER. 

You see a veritable dog ! no phantom here ! 
He whiffles, whines, and crouches homage, 
And, wags bis tail — asking your patronage. 

FAUST, (caressing the dog.) 

Wilt be acquainted ? Come, come here, hast reached the 
goal? 

WAGNER. 

With truth it may be said the beast is " poodle droll ;" 
Stand you but still, he's all attention ; 
You speak, he bounds with pure affection ; 
Drop somewhat, and hell fetch it you again. 
And take the water if you east your cane ! 

FAUST. 

Thou may 'st be right — I do not traee th' induction 
Of a spirit ; all may be instruction ! 

WAGNER. 

A poodle dog, when taught " good breeding," 

May merit, Sir, a wise man's heeding ! 

Let this your kindness prove, not eholer. 

He, the young students' most accomplished scholar. 

They enter the Town Gateway. 



Paust's Study. — Enter Faust, accompanied by a Black Poodle Dog. 
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Returned from fields and upland path, 
Now under deepest night's control, 
Presentiment of heav'nly wrath ! 
Awakens up our better soiil — 
Slumb'ring is every wild desire, 
And hush'd are stormy deeds ! 
Good-will to man our thoughts inspire, 
And holy love to God succeeds. 

Be quiet, Poodle ! why so restless grown ? 
What near the threshold dost thou sniff, or see ? 
Behind the oven lie thee down, 
My softest cushion is for thee ! 
As in the fields by spiral coursing, 
Jumping, and other tricks thou pleased'st. 
So now from me take gentle nursing, 
Right welcome ! if a quiet guest. 

Again when in one's narrow cell, 
The social lamp beams from the shelf ; 
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Then in one's bosom all goes well, 
And calm's the heart, that knows itself. 
Reason again resumes her speech, 
And Hope once more doth blow : 
We long life's limpid streams to know, 
The LiviNG-sPRiNGS to reach. 

Do not snarl Poodle ! at the bless6d tones that rise 

Within me now throughout my soul diffiised ! — 

Will not the lout be still ? Too often one is used 

To find mongst men those who despise 

What they're too dull to entertain ; 

To them^ the good and beautiful ! that mount the soul, 

Prove troublesome, and they complain ; 

And will this hound, in union, growl ? 

Alas ! I feel, despite my honest will, 

Bosom-contentment, cease to rill ! 

Why must that stream so soon dry up, 

And drought again my soul envelop ? — 

To moum such change I've ofken had occasion, 

Yet is not that without — a consolation — 

We leam to value heaven's controlment, 

And long for a Revelation — 

Which no where bums more clear, more ardent, 

Than in the Gospels of the Testament. 

Methinks 111 tum to them, though late, 

And honestly withal 

The bless'd original 

Into dear German faithfully translate. 

He takes down the Grcek New Testament, opens tlie volunie Ht John, seats 

hiniself, and prcpares to urite. 
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'Tis written here, " In the beginning was THfi word ! " 

How soon at fault! — wholl help me to the terin inferred "? 

The " word " I can't of equal value prize ! 

I must translate it otherwise, 

If from the Spiiit Fm illumin'd — 

'Tis written : In the beginning was, the mind. 

Stop ! — and consider well th' important line — 

Lest thy rash pen should slur the tenn divine. 

Is it then Mind, that planned and wrought, in happy hour, 

All ? It should be : In the beginning was, the power ! 

Yet even whilst my pen's proeeeding, 

I feel I can't defend, that reading. 

The Spirit helps ! from doubt befreed, 

Well-pleased I write, In the beginning was, the deed ! 

If Tm to share the room with thee 

Poodle — cease howling instantly ! 

That barking hard. 

Restless comrade, 

111 not have near me ! 

Either I, or thee 

Must leave the study. 

All rights of hospitality I must suppress, 

The door is open — free is thy egress. 

What hideous form assails mine eye ? 

Nature can no such monster own ! 

Whether delusion, or, reality, 

Gigantic is my poodle grown ! 

He rises up with strength and malignity ! — 

The beast has not canine affinity — 



62 FAUST. 

What apparition have we brought with us ? 
It now looks like the hippopotamiis, 
With frightful teeth and fiery eyes ! — 
So ho ! I have thee in disguise ! 
For such a half-bred chick of hell, 
Solomon's key, will do featly well ! 

SPIRITS (in the corridor.J 

There's a prisoner within, 
Reep aloof, don't go in ! 
like the fox in a trap 
Hell snarl and snap — 
Look out ! have a care ! 
Here hover, there hover, 
Up-and-down, and over, 
And hell slip from the snare ! 
If to help him, ye know ? 
Leave him not in limbö ! 
For he has done us o er and o'er 
Good Service heretofore. 

FAUST. 

First, the Beast to explore, 
ni use the saying of the Four ; 

Salamander, glow ; 

Nymphide, meander ; 

Sylphide, wander ; 

KoBALD, labour know. 

He who kens not 

The Clements, cold and hot, 

Their dower. 

And power, 
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Not as a Master inherits, 
Command over spirits. 

Vanish in flame, 

Salamander ! 

Together flow, 

Nymphide ! 

Shine with meteor glare 

Sylphide ! 

Show housely care, 

Incubüs! Incübüs 

Come forth ! obey us ! 

None of the Foür 
Lurk in the beast's core : 
He grins, and is quiet : 
Fve not touched him yet ! 
Now shalt THOü hear 
Incantation more severe. 

Art thou, Comrade, 

A hell renegade ? 

Behold this sign, 

Before which pine 

The BLACK SPIRITS of the air. 

It swells to bursting — it bristles its hair. 

OüTCAST SPIRIT ! 

Canst thou read it ? 

The uncreated ! 

Unarticulated ! 

Flowing tibitough heaven etemally, 

Speared outrageously ! 
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Behind the oven compelled, 

Tis to an elephant swelled ! 

'Tis Alling the space — 

It becomes vapour apace — 

I forbid THEE ascending ! 

Crouch — ^thy master's foot attending ! 

Thou seest I threaten not in vain : 

With holy-ßame I will singe thee amain ! 

Await not sprite 

The triple-glowing light ! 

Await not sprite 

The strength of my art ! 

Mephistopheles, as the Tapour subsides, adyanoes from the oTen dressed as 

a tiarelling Student 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Wherefore the hubbub ? what wouldst thou impart "i 

FAUST. 

So THOU wert lurking in the Poodle's fiir — 

A vagabond Student ! — ^the Casus makes me smile. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I do Salute the highly-leamed Doctor ! 
He kept me fiercely sweating all the while ! 

FAUST. 

What is thy name ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The question's not discreet 

From him who so a Word despises — 
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Who spurning every show of cheat, 
The depths of being — scrutinizes. 

FAUST. 

With such notabile as ye, 'tis not denied, 
That through a word^ may oft-times be descried 
The qualities for which you are famed, 
As when Destroyer — Fly-god — ^liar, named. 
Say, what art thou ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I am a part, of that might, 
Which eml wills — ^yet brings the good to light ! 

FAUST. 

What wouldst thou, by such riddle^xpletives ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I am the Spirit, that ever negatives ! 

And so, with right ; — for all that's been created, 

Is only fit to be annihilated ! 

Ergo, 'twere better there had nothing been — 

And in like manner, all that you call sin ! 

Destructiveness ! — in short, what you, as bad lament, 

Correctly spoken, is my dement ! 

FAUST. 

Didst call thyself a part^ and standest there a whole. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I spake the bashfiil truth, no paltering cajole. 

K 
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If Man, this little, world-of-fools esteems 
A whole ! as he is wont in his waking dreams ! 
Then am I a part, of a part — which once was all. 
A part of darkness, that gave birth to light — 
ITiat proud light ! which now his mother night 
Would rob of rank and space, with all his might — 
But he may not succeed, strive as he will ; 
To MATTER he was join'd — and is so still ! 
He beams from matter — matter gives him radiance, 
And matter curbs and hems his high career. 
Therefore I hope 'twill not be long time hence 
Ere matter and he, together disappear ! 

FAUST. 

O ! now I see, what your high callings are — 



You may not in the masse^ destruction dare ! 
So by a nibbling process, you the thing assay — 

mephistopheles. 

Faith ! and there's precious little done that way ! 

For that^ which out of nothingness was hurled, 

That doubtful something — ^this plump, clumsy World ! 

Why against it, all that I have undertaken, 

Has never yet, the mud-abortion shaken ! 

Despite my storms, waves, earthquakings, and brand, 

There Stands it after all — quiet by sea and land ! 

And then there's that curst hatch ! 'clep'd man and beast ; 

For all, and every assault — they have a remedy ! — 

What lots of 'em have I not buried already ! 

And yet their numbers, daily do increase 

And multiply — ^from pure vexation I could scold ! — 

Why there's the air, the water, and the earth, 



FAUST. 67 

Each of them, give to myriads hourly birth, 
Whether in drought, or damp, or warmth, or cold ! 
Had I not Flame reserved by dint of art, 
I should have nothing for myself — apart ! 

FAUST. 

So, the EVER-MOViNG thou wouldst dare resist, 

And 'gainst the elemental powers that wholesomery exist, 

Raise up thy icy devil's fist, 

Now clenched in bootless spite ? 

Some other project be thy avocation, 

Strange, wondrous Son of chaos-night ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well weigh th' effect thou wouldst invite ; — 
And ßoon renew the conversation. 
May I, for this time, take my leave ? 

FAUST. 

I do not comprehend the question ! 

As weVe become acquainted, I conceive 

You re free to come and go, without obstruction. 

There is the open door — and here the window. 

Besides, the chimney's always at your Service. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To act ingenuously — why you must know 

I'm hindered egress, by a quaint device 

Upon the threshold — ^that five-toed, druid spell ! 
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FAUST. 

Does then the Pentagramma cause you pain ? 
Aha ! now teil me, mumming son of heU, 
If bann'd — ^how didst the Chamber gain ? 
Could such a subtle sprite be cheated in the main ? 
To subtlety like thine, can carelessness pertain ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The chiselling s bad, if you observe it well ! 
The fifth toe there — ^that outward iudexer, 
Is at the point not closed. 

FAUST. 

Then has blind chance fiill-well disposed, 
And thou art rightfiilly — my prisoner ! 
This is to me, a most unsought-for win. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The Poodle mark'd it not when he sprang in — 
Matters are topsy-turvy tum'd by th' chouse : 
Now, cannot the devil get out o' th' house ! 

FAUST. 

But the casement's ope and free, thou know'st. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

We ve a Statute 'mongst us — ^that no devil or ghost 
Depart by other opening, than they enter at ; 
Against all other ways there is a caveat. 
And trespass constitutes us slaves. 

FAUST. 

What ! has hell laws to punish knaves ? 
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£xcellentis6im6 ! — ^then one may risk a compact 
With you gentlemen ? — ^that does my will imfetter. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

We keep aur imdertakings, to the letter ! 
Youll never find us swerve from contract ! 
All which 111 prove to your content, 
Anon — when we have better opportunity — 
So, for the present with much importunity 
I beg, that youll permit me to abs^nt ? 

FAUST. 

Spare your hurry ! — I would first from you 
A good hobgoblin story or two ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Not now if you please — anon I will be back, 
With stories that your sides shall crack. 

FAUST. 

I spread for thee no net with wily care — 
It was thyself sought out the snare ! 
The saying goes, " De'il catch, de'il hold," 
Anan^ the De'il may prove less bold ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

If that's THY meaning ! I must be content 
With thy good Company — ^but for amusement, 
Wilt thou permission give that I display 
My art ? — that so, time worthily, does pass away. 
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FAUST. 

With my good will, show all that thou art able, 
Provided, the all, partakes of the agreeable ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In one short hour, thoult through thy senses gain 

More pleasure unalloyed by pain, 

Than in a year of plodding-life, 'tis possible ! 

What the inviting spirits to thee sing, 

The beauteous pictures that they bring, 

Are not mere juggling sounds and show ! 

Thy smell will be delighted — 

And thine appetite excited — 

Thy sofkest feeling, thrills of joy shall know ! 

With all rehearsal well dispense : — 

Ye are assembled ! Spirits, commence ! 

SPIRITS. 

Vanish ye darkling, 
Cloud vaultings away ! 
Alluring to view, 
The friendly blue 
Ether, display — 
Were the darkling 
Clouds, melted in kindness ; 
There Starlets — sparkling 
SuNS of more mildness, 
Beam a pure day ! 
Youths fair, and lovely ! 
And beautifiil Peri ! 
Gracefiilly bending 
Float over head — 



FAUST. 71 



Rapture and longing 
FoUow their tread — 
Robes of bright colours 
And flickering ribands 
Cover the lands, 
Spread o er the arbours, 
The blissful bowers 
Where languishing lovers 
Delight to retire — 
Bower on bower ! 
The vine's fruitful fibre 
Clust'ring grapes lower 
Into th' recesses 
Of crushing wine presses ; 
Whence in clear rills 
The sparkling wine 
Flows rippling delights 
O'er gems that shine, 
Leaving the heights 
Distant in azure, 
It spreads the broad lake — 
Surrounding with pleasure 
Knolls of bright verdure. 
Birds from bush and brake 
Sip bliss and on 
To the realms of the sun, 
Fly to the ''purple " 
Islands away, 
That on the ripple 
So'jugglingly play— 
Where we in chorus 
Hear peeans sonorous. 



\ 
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O'er the downs 
Dancers appear — 
In gallant debate 
They all separate— 
Some elimb and mirth take 
On the blue heights, 
Some in the bright lake 
Cooling, delights ; 
Others in ether glanee, 
Gladden existence, 
Seek in th' remoteness 
Of eaeh lovely star, 
Stellar, 
Bland blessedness ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

He slumbers ! well have ye done, my gentle spirits ! 
Truly yeVe lulled him — ^balmy sleep to know. 
I am your debtor for such merits. 

Thou 'rt not the man, to keep the devil in limbo! 

Surround him with a eaptivating vision, 
And steep his aetive senses in delusion. 

This threshold-spell to disunite, 
Demands the aid of the grey rats' bite ! 
Which may not want long incantation : 
For I hear one now, at his gnawing voeation. 

Cf)e lorH of t^t rata, anH tf)e lotH ot tt^t mict, 
&l t^t üiti, anH ti^e frogii— of t^t bng^ anH i^t lue ! 
ComtnanUtf Ü^tt come fort|) toiti^ itf^arp toolf) anH paio» 
flnH ti^e Uruidal 6bc toe^i on Hfyt Ü^xt^oÜ begnaio» 
! Uif^m t^ii HelicaU oil 9 brop. 
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See ! See how he comes with a run and a hop ! 
Now, fresh to the work — the angle that bans me 
Is that on the edge, the point bearing inwardly — 
But one more good erunch ! and the spell it is vain, 
So ! — ^FAUSTfi, dream on, tili thou seest me again. 

FAUST awaking. 

Am I once more the victim of delusion ? 
So, vanishes the fairy-like display ? — 
Have I but seen the Devil, in a vision ? 
And was it no Poodle-dog, that stole away ? 



THE STUDY.— Faust and Mbphistopheles. 



FAUST. 

A knock ? come in ! who's here to plague me now ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Tis I ! 

FAUST. 

Come in ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

So THRiCE must thou ! 

FAUST. 

Well then, come in ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now, hast thou spoken me feir, 
We soon shall understand each other — 
To chase thy whimsies like a brother 
Am I, as noble Page come here, 
Clad in a red gold-braided garment, 
And cloak of silk, as stiff as parchment ; 
Moreo'er the cock's, tail feather in my hat. 
And eke a long Toledo small sword ! — 
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I heg to urge the Doctor, that 
His dress with mine does keep accord, 
So that untrammelled, he may know 
The joys, life profFers here below. 

FAUST. 

Alas ! in every dress I painfiilly 

Must feel and brook, mortality's controul — 

Too old am I for pastimes to console ! 

Too young — ^mthout desires to be. 

What can the World for me ordain ? 

" Thou must forbear ! — ^thou must refrain ! " 

That is the everlasting sing-song 

That m all ears so loudly rings, 

That our monotonous dull life-long, 

Eaeh passing hour more hoarsely brings. 

Mom after mom I wake aflfrightedly — 

My bitter tears, would fain in torrents run 

At sight of Day — ^that in its course for me, 

No cherished wish may be fulfilled — not one ! 

Even th' antieipation of a pleasure, 

Some obstinate o'er-niceness rifles : 

And each outpouring of my breast, is sure, 

To be annoyed by a host of trifles. 

When for the weary, balmy night deseends, 

Foreboding ill, I Stretch me on my bed, 

No strength-restoring sleep, my couch attends, 

For dreams of horror riot in my head. 

The tyrant god, that in my bosom dwells 

Can deeply shake my inmost soul — 
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He there enthroned, my ev'ry power compels, 
But outward circumstance, he can't controul. 
Thus is my heing burthened, and unblest — 
Death I desire — existence I detest ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Yet DEATH ! is never quite^ a welcome gnest ? 

FAUST. 

Oh, happy he ! around whose brow i' th' victory shout, 
Death binds the blood-stained laurel wreath : 
Or he, who from th' exhilaratmg dance and rout 
Death overtakes — Love's canopy beneath ! 
Would I had sunk before the spirit's might ! 
Rapt ! and exanimated passed away. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And did not same one^ on a eertain night — 
A eertain " brown juiee " fail to drink, I pray ? 

FAUST. 

Thou seem'st ambitious of a Spjfs renown ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Omniscient am I not — yet much to me is known. 

FAUST. 

If in those frightfiil, mental agitations, 
A soft and well-remember'd air relieved — 
If then, the remnant of my ])oy-sensations, 
And Sounds of happier days deceived ! — 
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So do I now — Curse all that has the soul 

With tempting bauble-work enwrapp'd, 

And HER to this dull melancholy hole 

With flatt'ring, juggling art, entrapp'd. 

And foremost — Cureed be that high opinion, 

Whereby the mind usurps dominion : 

Curst be those dazzling, bland appearances 

That force themselves upon our senses : 

Curst be those fond delusive day-dreams 

Glory ! and the cheat of a lasting name ! 

Curst be whate'er possession seems, 

As slave and plough — as child and dame. 

Accurst be Mammon, when for treasures 

To deeds of daring we are led ! — 

When for soft dalliance-pleasures, 

He ! spreads luxuriously the bed — 

Curst be the grape's balsamic juice ! 

And curst the high delights of sense ! 

Accurst be hope ! — accurst belief s abuse ! 

And, above all ! Curse, light on plodding Patience! 

SPIRITS unseen. 

Woe ! woe ! woe ! 

Thou hast demolished her, 

The beautifiil world ! 

With a mighty blow — 

She feil, she is thirVd ! 

A DEMi-GOD has destroyed her. 

We carry 
The fragments below : 

We sigh 
Over the lost Beauty ! — 
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Mightier ! 
Than the sons of earth ! — ^far 

Statelier ! 

Re-fonn her — 
In thine own bosom build her up again. 

A new life there 

Commenee 
With unclouded sense : 
And a new strain 
Shall fill the expanse ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Those are the small-fiy 

Of my family ! 

Hark ! how to will and deed, 

They judiciously plead ! 

Into the world's plenitude, 

From thy solitude, 

Where mind and Juices stagnate, 

They woiüd have thee emigrate. 

Cease then to nurse thine inward woe, 

Which like a vulture, preys upon thine heart — 

The worst society must make thee know 

That thou 'mongst human beings art ! 

Far be it, Sir, from my intention 

To class you 'mongst the common herd ! 

I am myself no potent lord — 

Yet if thou willingly wilt make Convention 

With me, to tread life's flowery mead, 

Then will I cordially accede 
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To be on the spot, thine truly — 
Thy comrade am I, 
And if I properly behave, 
Thy Servant, and thy Slave ! 

FAUST. 

But what retum requirest thou from me ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The " quid pro quo " admits of long reprieve. 

FAUST. 

No ! no ! the devil's too fond of seif, I believe, 
To do from Impulses of charity 
What, others may benefit — or feelingly relieve ! 
Speak out your terms, m language elear : 
Officiousness from some, is ground for fear. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I ydll to THY Service, firmly bind me here : 
At thy command know neither rest or quiet — 
And when in the eourse of things we meet up there, 
Then shalt thou, servant-like, obey my fiat ! 

FAUST. 

The " there" concems me not — ^that feeling ceases 

When onee the world you've smashed to pieces — 

I take no interest in the next one's riot ! 

Out of this earth flow all my joys ! 

It is this sun that witness^d my ^^ passion ! " 

And am I parted from its sweet decoys, 

Then come what will — and in what fashion ! 
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What NEXT one be. Im not disposed to hear — 
Or whether there, we love, and hate — 
Or whether in that other sphere, 
There be a high, and a low estate ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thus minded thou mayst safely venture 
To close with me, and sign th' indenture — 
Within few days, 111 give and show thee more, 
Than ever mortal saw before ! 

FAUST. 

And what canst thou, poor devil, give to me'? 
Was ever soid of man, in its high destiny 
Compassed by such a thing as thee ? 
Tnie thou hast viands, that never satisfy ! 
Ruddy Gold, that cheating touch and eye, 
Quicksilver-like, runs from the hands — 
A Game, at which all lose their labour ! 
A Girl, who lying on my breast, demands 
With wanton looks, the favours of my neighbour ! 
Honour ! (that godlike guide to noble conduct) 
Which like a falling star swift disappears ! 
Show me the fruit that rots before 'tis pluckt, 
And TREE that daily, young green foliage bears ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I am not scared at thy commission ! 

I have such treasures in possession ! 

But my good friend, the time comes quickly on 

For quiet joys — we delectatp anon ! 
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If quiet on the bed of sloth you find me, 
Then claim the bond without delay — 
If e er with fiilsome praise you blind me. 
So that CONTENTMENT I display, 
Or e er with glad enjoyments bind me : 
Then be arrived my final day. 
Such are my tenns ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Done! 

FAUST. 

Rash be the penalty ! 
Or should I to the present say, 
Tarry awhile — thou art so sweet ! 
Then may'st thou me in fetters lay, 
I willingly perdition meet ! 
Then, may the passing-bell appal, 
Then art thou from thy Service free ; 
The clock may stop, the index fall, 
Time! tum no more his glass for me ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Mark well the terms ! we shan't the words forget. 

FAUST. 

Thou hast that right, undoubtedly — 
Neither have I, o'er rashly made the bet ! 
Do what I will — slave must I be ! 
If thine, or another s — gives me no disquiet. 

M 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To-day, at the *'Doctor-entertainmeDt" will I, 
As your attendant, Service do — 
But first, that the compact have validity, 
I must re^uest a line or two. 

FAUST. 

What ? Pedant ! thou wouldst have a scrawl to correspond ? 

Hast never known a man who makes his word his bond? 

Is't not enough that I have pledged my word, 

Which ever with my life shall keep accord ? 

The frantic world sweep down all lets, with torrent force, 

Yet may a promise stay my course ! 

The opinion's deeply planted in the heart, 

Who firom such pledge would mllingly depart ? 

Happy that breast ! wherein pure truth's revealed : 

No sacrifice for Honour it holds dear — 

But skin of Parchment 'grossed and sealed 

Is a ghost ! from which all shrink with fear — 

The word of honour dies in the feather — 

The lordship, rests in the wax and leather. 

But say, keen Spirit ! what wouldst have withal, 
Parchment or paper — granite slab, or metal ? 
Shall I with chisel, pen, or graver write ? 
Thou rt free to choose — so make selection. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Why dost thou mar our conversation 
With bursts of anger and of spite ? 
Any mere scrap of paper s good, 
If signed with blood ! 
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If that will satisfy thy doubting mind, 
Even so, be the bauble imdersigned. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Blood ! is a special juice with the Avower ! 

FAUST. 

Be not a&aid that I the contract break — 

The strivings of my utmost power 

Tally exactly with the bond I make. — 

I've been of late too much puflf'd up, and find 

I only classify with such as yon — 

Me, did the Spirit of the Earth eschew ! 

And Nature veiled herseif fi^om my ambitious mind ; 

My thread of thought is snapp'd in twain, — 

All knowledge-search, has long since cansed me pain.- 

In the depths of sensuality 

Let US our raging passions still ! 

And with mysterious magic skill 

Give to your wonders, quick locality. 

Dash we, into the rushings of time ! 

er the waves of occurrences climb ! 

So may pain, and enjoyment, 

Success, and discontent, 

Chop and change, as they can ; 

Restless ! restless ! must be the doings of man ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

For you no bound is fixed — no measure — 
Taste you may of every thing, 
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On the ground, or on the wing — 
Grateful be your every pleasure ! — 
Embrace the proflfered — ^be not coy ! 

FAUST. 

Now mark me ! I did not speak of joy ! 

Im for the hurly-burly — the painfullest sensations, 

The luxury of hate — spirit-stimng vexations. 

My breast, of the press of study healed, 

Against no sorrows closed shall be, 

And all that's of the " lot-of-man " revealed 

Shall be experienc6d by me — 

My soul the heights and depths, would know 

Of mortaFs weal and woe ! 

That so, in myself all comprehending, 

They, with myself, do make one ending. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Trust ME — who many a thousand year 

Have chumped, and chewed, that food in earnest, 

That from the cradle to the hier, 

None could the hard sour-dough digest. 

The Universe ! — ^you may believe my story, 

Was only made for a god's delight ! 

He finds himself in never-ending glory, 

Us having brought to darkest plight. — 

To You, he only doles out day and night ! 

FAUST. 

Still Im determined ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That's to the thought ! 
Yet does it give me deep eoncern 
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That life is short, and you have much to leam, — 

Somewhat methinks you miglit be taught ! — 

Give to some poet a pressing invitation, 

And let his '' frenzy " bursts, have welcome ; 

So that eaeh noble quahfication, 

Be piled, on your high-learned cranium — 

Such as the courage of the lion, 

The stag's agility, 

The fire of the Italian, 

The Northman's durability. 

Let him that mystery well define, 

How cunning, and magnanimity combine ! 

And how, with the glowing blood of youth 

You may love by th' scale — ^yet love in sooth ! 

Myself ! might like to know such a genius, 

rd dub him Mister Microcosmus. 

FAUST. 

What am I then ? if by no power of head or heart, 

I e'er may reach that glorious dignity 

Towards which my senses strive? — ^thycrown Humanity! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thou art after all just what thou art ! 

Clap on thy pate, periwigs with curls innumerable, 
Stilt up thy buskins high as thou art able, 
Thou dost remain ^but what thou art ! 

FAUST. 

Alas ! how vainly have I sought 
To heap up treasures of the mind ! 
For now, that I've a trtice with thought, 
No new-bom impulses, I find ! 
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Not one hair's breadth in stature am I higher, 
Or to infinitude, one problem nigher ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

My worthy Sir — ^you view the matter 

From a false point, as shall be shown : 

Our project, we will manage better, 

And that ere life's high-day is flown — 

Why zounds ! you must admit that hands and feet. 

And head and hindermost, are thine ; 

Are novel joys that sweetly greet 

For that cause — ^less thine ourn t' opine ? — 

Have I six stallions in my stable ? 

Are not their bones, and thews my own ? 

I gallop away ! and feel as able 

As if on twice twelve legs I'd grown ! 

Therefore take conrage, banish thinking. 

And where the world most throngs, dash in ! 

Who calculates too nicely, will be found 

Like to a steer on a sterile waste, 

Driven by a devil in the round^ — 

Whilst all beyond, is fodder tohis taste. 

FAUST. 

But how proceed ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

We'll hasten our departure — 
Is not this place, a place of torture ^ 
And call you it tasting of life's joys, 
To quail thyself — and a parcel of boys ? 
Leave that affair to neighbour Stout ! 
Nor vex thee more, 'bout thrashing straw. 
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Thou knowest, the best thou hast cudgelled out 
To teach the knaves — is 'gainst the law — 
Methinks I hear one in the passage. 

FAUST. 

Tm not i' th' vein, for visitor so rough. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The lad has lingered long to teil his message, 
Twere harsh the y oungster to rebuflf ! 
Come, lend me your cap and gown a bit, 
The mask will suit me well enough ! 

He puts them od. 

For all besides, I trust my mother wit. 

Some quarter of an hour I require, — 

Thou canst in the meanwhile, for our trip attire. 

[Eant Faust. 

MEPHISTOPHELES alofie, 

Folly dressed in Faust*s Cap and Gown, seated, and significantly following 

him with bis eyes. 

Do thou, despise but Reason, and high culture, 
Those mighty props of human nature ! 
And be confiding in the magic merit, 
And jugglery of the lying spirit ! 
Then have I thee without condition. 

Withdrawing bis eyes — pause. 

The Destinies have given to him a soul 
That breaks all bounds, to reach perfection ! 
His breathless haste to gain the goal 
Makes him o erleap, Earth's sweet refection. 
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But I will drag him through a life of tumult, 

Over stale flats of mawkish equability, 

Then let him sprawl, gape, cling, and be at fault. 

And for bis restless insatiability ! 

Before bis greedy Ups 111 juggling viands play, 

And for restoratives ! — ^to tbe winds be may pray. 

Faitb, were be not tbe devil's by agreement, 

Perdition ! were bis due allotment. 

Enter a Scholar. 

But now arrived — 1 cast me at your feet, 
Being bitber come a leamed man to greet — 
Witb filial awe to enter on my studies 
Under him, wbom tbe world so bigbly praises. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Your open courtesy deligbts me mucb, 
You See in me, one, amongst many sueb : 
But bave you made tbe requisite inquiry *? 

SCHOLAR. 

Sir, I'm content if you take cbarge of me ! 
I'm come witb a stout beart youll find. 
Füll of sound bealtb, and purse well lined. 
My motber did'nt balf like my errand — 
I would become rigbt leam'd ! — oflf-band. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Tben bave you found tbis spot, quite apropos ! 

SCHOLAR. 

I am also anxious to get back, you must know. 
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For these old, gloomy looking Halls 
Are not agreeable — ^neither are the high walls. 
Every room and place, feels circumscribed to me — 
Here one sees nothing green — ^not even a tree ! 
And when on the benches in the room for lecturing ! 
I feel, as if I'd lost, thought, sight, and hearing. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Custom, yoiing man, will make all right, — 

Tis the same with the habe, and mother s breast ; 

At first the lactic boon, is not caress'd, 

Anon, it feeds with ardour and delight : 

So it will be with you, on Wisdom's bosom, 

Her nourishment will daily prove more welcome. 

SCHOLAR. 

About her neck I willingly would cling ! 
But how get I my wishes on the wing *? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In the first place, you must communicate to me 
Which of the faculties you choose to be. 

SCHOLAR. 

I'm desirous to become right leam^d, Sir, 

To know 'bout what's on the earth, and i' th' air. 

And in the heavens, and in the sea ; 

In fact, about all the Sciences — and Natural History ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Then are you on the scent, maugre all doubt ; 
But you must study — and not waver about. 

N 
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SCHOLAR, 

Deep study, is my soul and body's bent ! 
Yet should I now and then incline, 
To take a little freedom, and amusement, 
When Summer festivals prove fine. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Time flies apace — ^you must improve the hour ! 

By discipline — time's often in our power — 

Then my young friend, I counsel you 

To keep CoUegium Logicum in view, 

So that your mind be aptly trained — 

Being as 'twere in Spanish boots constrained : 

And thereby circumspectly brought 

To move along the " course" of thought — 

Not foUowing a freakish, dodging career, 

Be Will-o'-th-wisping-it, here and there ! — 

Then will you be taught, many a day, 

That THAT which, by a nimble process, your own way 

You ve ofl; accomplished, with eating-and-drinking facility, 

Requires regulär positions — as one ! twö ! three ! — 

True 'tis, the fabric of the mind 

Like to the weaver s masterpiece, bis loom, you find ; 

Where one ^'step " actuates a thousand threads — 

The flowing yam, the flying Shuttle leads 

With magic fleetness to and fro ; 

And a thousand combinations mark the "fefow." 

Then in walks the philosopher, and gives you to know 

That matters of necessity nmst be so — 

That Position one, being so— and two so : 

The THiRD and fourth must be so and so ! 
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And that were it not for the first^ and secand^ 

The third^ a,nd fourth^ could not be reckoned! 

Yet has not scholarship, that mighty knowledge-lever, 

Any where that I have heard of — turned out a weaver ! 

Who would a subject ken, and lively write about, 
Must take care, that he leave not the animus out — 
Otherwise he will have the Integrals in band, 
Wanting fonly ! ) the spiritual band. 
Chemistry calls it, " encheireisin natura^'' 
Mocking itself ! — unwittingly. 

SCHOLAR. 

I can't say that I fiilly comprehend you. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Your perception, will have improved by next interview ! 
Now having been taught to make skilfiil deductions, 
And in classifying, having had Instructions — 

SCHOLAR. 

Already does my head feel 'bout the whole matter, 
As were a mill-wheel in it, making a clatter ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And then, before you study other "icks," 

You must enter on a course of metaphysicks — 

Minding — that with profound and penetrating wit, 

You compass — ^what no skull would ever fit ! 

For that which will^ and that which wan% therein go, 

An astounding word must be apropos. 

But first of all — at least for half a year, 

You must to strictest diseipUne adhere — 
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Five daily Lectures, punctually attend, 

And be always in the room as the clock strikes, my friend! 

Having well prepared yourself before, 

And conned your paragraphs, o'er and o'er, 

Thereby the better to observe 

If the Lecturer, from the subject matter swerve. 

And be you attentive, to take down all in writing 

Correctly — ^as were the angel Gabriel inditing ! 

SCHOLAR. 

You will not need to repeat advice so welcome ! 
I can well think, that what you say is right, 
For that which one has down, in black on white, 
With perfect safety's carried home. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

But as I Said before, you must select a facülty ! 

SCHOLAR. 

To JURISPRUDENCE, I have great antipathy — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I cannot blame you for approaching IT with fear, 

Knowing as I do, that in that study, things go queer, — 

Law and right, are entail6d on, and on, 

Like to a disease, from father to son, 

Descending so from race to race : 

They gently move from place to place. 

Keason is 'clept nonsense — Benevolence vexation ! 

Woe unto thee, if thou hast only a grandchild's expectation ! 

Alas ! the inherent rights of human nature 

Are nevcr mooted — in our judicature. 
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YouVe strengthen'd my disgust — and fix'd it faster — 
Oh, happy Student ! having such a master ! 
Theology ! I'm more disposed to assay — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Far be it from me to counsel you astray — 

But as to that deep brauch of leaming ! 

Tis so easy the right path to lose, 

And in it, there is so much poison lurking 

Which resembles medicine — ^that 'tis hazardous to choose. 

I should advise your taking — one Magister s ipse dixit, 

Swear to what he says — and stick to it ! 

To sum up — ^hold fast to words^ at any rate : 

Then will you surely pass the safety gate 

Into the Temple of Certainty ! 

SCHOLAR. 

But words should have a meaning, as well as sov'reignty 1 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

So good ; but one must not be too particular, 

For even then, when meaning's neither here nor there, 

A Word judiciously well-timed, will be your warranty. — 

WoRDS, are the very soul of disputation ; 

On words — Systems have their^rw foundation : 

Words are excellent to pin belief on ; 

From one Word^ no iota may be taken. 

SCHOLAR. 

Your pardon, Doctor ! if I now appear 
Inquisitive, and trouble you again ! 
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I wish respectMly, as touching medicine, 
Some of your pithy arguments to hear ! 
Three years will quickly glide away, 
And leaming's field is wide they say ; 
A finger-post, methinks, assists 
To guide throi^h mazy paths, and mists. 

MEPHISTOPHELES USlde. 

Enough of this duU pedant cant ! — 
I shall give him a touch of devil's rant. 

aloiui. 
The spirit of medicine is right readily caught, 
If the great^ and lesser world, you study as you ought — 
For I must say, that in the long-nm, all diseases 
Stop or go on, as God Almighty pleases ! 
'Tis useless to hunt aboiit, for increase of knowledge, 
Since few know more, than they were taught at College ; 
He who the " present moment" knows to scan, 
He is the proper man ! — 
That you're well framed, is not to be denied : 
And that you have a dauntless mien is true — 
If therefore on yourself you can confide, 
Others will place, confiding trust in you. 

But, above all things, study the women to please — 
Their everlasting ahs ! and ohs ! their hot and cold ! 
So thousand-fold, 

Are all from one point, to be cured with ease, 
Which known, — and putting on a frank, half-honest air, 
You may (as 'twere under a hat) all of them snare ! 
A TITLE assuredly gives weight, and makes potential, 
Proving, that your skilfulness is past a doubt : 
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And for welcome! touch boldly on matters non-essential, 

In a way, that others wonld be years fumbling out. 

Their little pulses finger tenderly ! 

And handle, with a cunning animated eye, 

The taper waist ! — ^pressing it with gentle might, 

To be afficially conviuced, they have not laced too tight ! 

SCHOLAR. 

That gives me hope ! — one sees the why and wherefore ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Misty grey, my dear young friend, is Theory ! 
But green, grows life's golden tree ! 

SCHOLAR. 

I swear all this is, as 'twere a dream to me ! 
Dare I hereafter trouble you, kind Doctor, 
More^ from your wisdom-wells to draw ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What I can do, TU do mdst willingly ! 

SCHOLAR. 

I cannot leave without the gratification 

Of having offered you my album ! 

Sir, may I hope for such a signal mark of approbation ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Certainly ! 

He writes in the Album, and retums iL 
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SCHOLAR reads. 
Eritis sicut Deus, scientes bonum et malum. 

He closes the Album, and reüies respectfully. 
MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Only you foUow that old saw, and my Matemal Aunt the 

serpentess, 
Will some day put you in bodily fear, for your *' Godhead 

likeness ! " 

Enter paust. 
Now ! whither shall we go ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Whither you think fit ! 
Well See the lesser^ then the ffreat world visit — 

with what joy, and with what profit ! 
Thou'lt skirmish 'bout our revel-circuit. 

FAUST. 

But with this long, scholastic beard, 

1 lack the manners, of the gentle herd : 
I never wished their votary to be ! 
The gay world was not made for me ! — 

Where worldlings haunt, I always feit embarrassed, 
Distressed — ^and by their fashions harassed. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

CoUegiate starch^ my friend, will ffive : 

Trust to yourself — ^youll soon know how to live. 
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But how may this trip be set afloat ? — 
Where hast thou horses, servants, coaches *? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

WeVe but to spread our mantles out, 

And through the air we swim like roaches : 

Nought must our daring trip impede — 

Of scrip or bündle, you've no need. 

A little gas, which 111 bring forth. 

Will gently liffc us from the earth ; 

And being light, we quickly rise. — 

DocTOR, my greetings ! on your fresh-life enterprise. 
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A Company of Merry Topers. 



FROSCH. 



Will none of you drink ? — ^no laughing faces ? 
Tll teach you anon, to cut grimaces ! 
You were all wont, to blaze away, 
But bum like mouldy straw to-day ! 

BRANDER. 

The fault is thine — ^thou bring'st no relish, 
No tom-foolery — ^not anything swinish ! 

FROSCH. 

Pouis a glass of wine over Brander's head. 

Well then!— theres both ! 

BRANDER. 

You swine ! call you that fim ? 

FROSCH. 

Wasn't it thy wish, that I should be one ? 
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SIEBEL. 

Out ! out with the chap, who rows with hiß drink ! 

^^ Chaunt Kunda ! Drink boys ! and your glasses chink, 

"Up! holla! ho!" 

ALTMAYER. 

Cotton ! cotton ! some cotton here ! 
Hell burst the drums of my ears, I fear ! 

SIEBEL. 

When the vaulted roof retums the sound ! 
Then feel we the Bass's depth profound. 

FROSCH. 

Bravo ! — ^he that won't joke, is a sorry loon, 
A ! tara ! lara da ! 

ALTMAYER. 

A ! tara ! lara da ! 

FROSCH. 

Our windpipes are sound, and our voices in tune ! 
" The holy German Komish empire, 
" How is it kept, so long entire ? " 

BRANDER. 

Thafs a nasty old song ! pfui ! a political satire ! 

A scurvy song — may'st thy stars thank I swear, 

That thou'st not for the Holy German Empire to care — 

As for myself — ^methinks Tm a right lucky esquire, 

To be neither the Emperor, nor Great Seal of th' Empire ! 
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But we must have a Commander, so I hope 

YouU proceed instanter^ to elect a " Pope." 

You all of you know, what shonld be the qualification 

Of him, whom you raise to that high Station ? 



FROSCH (sings.) 

" Up ! up ! dame nightingale ! hark the chimes ! 
" Come greet me, my lovely, ten thousand times. 
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SIEBEL. 

No mock, doxy serenading if you please! — I won't have it. 

FROSCH. 

Greet, and kiss, for my girl ! youre not th' he, to forbid it ! 

Up ! up ! with the holt, by the stillness of night ! 

Up ! up ! with the holt — my love's eyes bum bright ! 
"Down! down! with the holt — when Phoebus gives light." 

SIEBEL. 

Ay, ay, bawl and bepraise her with all your might ! 
Soon laughter's with us, so prithee grin on — 
By the nose she led me — she'U nozzle you, anon ! 
I would that a Kobold the hussey waylay. 
And rifled her wares, on some lonely crossway ; 
Or he^oat, retuming from Blocksberg right keck, 
Salute her with a gallop, and mec, mec, mec ! 
A hale young fellow, of good flesh and blood, 
For such a vile hussey is far, far too good ! 
So ril sanction no greetings, of that flirting lass, 
But such as go, smash ! through her casement glass. 
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BRANDER, 

Thumping the Table. 

Attention ! attention ! gentlemen attend to me — 
You all know, that I know, something of civility ; 
Some Lovers are here, and may therefore expect, 
According to courtesy, custom and etiquette, 
That the eve be enliven'd by a volunteer from me ! 
And so, Gentlemen ! 111 give you a brand-new song, 
And do you all take up the chorus — clear and strong ! 

He sings. 

" There once was a Rat, made her nest in a cellar, 
" She lived upon nothing, but fat bacon, and butter, 
" By dint of such living, she waxed quite obescular, 
'' Just like our brave doctor, fat Martinus Luther ! 
" Now the wicked old cook, spread some poison about, 
" Which gave her the cholic, and puflf'd her hide out, 
" As were, young Loves, within her ! 

ALL IN CHORUS. 

'* As were, young Loves, within her! 

BRANDER continues. 

" She galloped up here — and she galloped down there, 

" Swizzled slops, tili she almost was bursted ; 

" She bit, and she gnawed, and she scratch'd every where, 

" But nothing would do — so she thirsted. 

" Her anguish was great, she gave many a spring, 

" Till at last overpowered, she feit, poor dear thing ! 

" As were, young Loves, within her! 

ALL IN CHORUS. 

" As were, young Loves, within her ! 
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BRANDER. 



" Tormented ! — she came, when the siin shone out clear, 

*' Bounce into the kitchen, forgetting all fear ; 

** Tumbled down on the hearth, and feil Srkicking, 

" And sneezing, and puffing, and twitching — 

" When loud laughed the pois'ning, greasy old cook, 

" Quoth she, * You've enough on t, if I judge by your look,' 

'' As were, young Loves, within her ! 

CHORUS. 

" As were, young Loves, within her ! " 

SIEBEL. 

What's got into, the boorish fellow's head ? 

'Tis a most notable feat to be sure, 

For pooT Rat ! a deadly poison to spread. 

BRANDER. 

Of course ! — you are sorry, and moum for her ! 

ALTMAYER tO SIEBEL. 

What ails, old bald-pate tallow-belly ? 
Miss Rattee's sad case, has becalm'd the elf! 
Does he verily see in her end-melancholy, 
Portrayed the ending of himself ? 

EnUr Faust and Mephistopheles. 
MEPHISTOPHELES tO FAUST. 

I have feit it ineumbent, Sir, on me 

To bring you straight^way, into this Company ; 
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That so you see, how life may glide withal— 
With this folk — every day is a festival ! 
With a little wit^ and little will to please, 
They twirl about, life's circle-dance with ease, 
like sportive üttens chasing their own tails — 
Unless sick head-ache overmuch prevails. 
So long as the Host, with th' account don't scare, 
So long are they joyous, and firee from care ! 

BRANDER. 

ril wager, those gents have come oflf a joumey ! 
One may see that, by their manners and dress ; 
They've not been an hour in town, I should guess. 

FROSCH. 

Faith and you're right ! — ^but good old Leipzig for me ! 
'Tis a miniature Paris — and turns out polished people ! 

SIEBEL. 

Who are they, and what are they ! — eanst teil ? 

FROSCH. 

Let me tackle 'em with a bumper of tipple — 
111 soon make the gentlemen open, and supple. 
And their secret draw out — ^pat as periwinkle. 
About them, there seems a splash of nobility, 
A sort of stand off ! — ^uneasy they appear to be ! 

BRANDER. 

They are Market-barkers, and no more, I lay ! 
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ALTMAYER. 

Perhaps ! 

FROSCH. 

Mark how Fll twist it out of them, I say ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES tO FAUST. 

Too blind are such-like folk, to give the " view holla," 
Even had the Devil hold of them by the collar ! 

FAUST to the Company. 
We greet you, Sirs ! 

SIEBEL. 

Our greetings in retum, and our thanks to't. 

Aside, Casting an eye at Mephistopheles. 

What !— does the fellow halt o' th' foot ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

May it be permitted^at we join you, firiends ? 
And for good wine, which we can't get, 
Your sociability shall make amends ! 

ALTMAYER. 

You are methinks fastidious in your diet ? 

FROSCH. 

You quitted Rippach rather late perchance ? 
Did you take supper first, with Master Hans ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

We passed this time, without alighting, — 
On a late occasion he was more inviting ; 
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And talked a deal Tbout Leipzig friends ! — 
Salutations to his cousins ! — ^by us he sends. 

Bowing to Frosch. 
ALTMAYER (oside.J 

Enapp'd it ! — ^he's wide awake ! 

SIEBEL. 

He's a knowing chap I see. 

FROSCH. 

Only wait a bit — Fll catch him presently ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Sirs, if our ears did not deceive us, 
We heard a scientific chorus ? 
Song, comes well home to ear and feeling, 
When sung beneath a vaulted ceiling ! 

FROSCH. 

You'te perhaps an Artiste^ and woidd seek — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

No ! though a firiend to melody ! my yoice is weak. 

ALTMAYER. 

Give US a song ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

If 'tis your pleasure — ^many. 

SIEBEL. 

A spick-and-span new 'un, would please the Company ! 

p 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

From climate-favoured Spain, we are not long ! 
That land of beauties, wine, and song ! 

Sings. 

" Once on a time, there was a King, 
^^ Had a stupendous flea. 

FROSCH. 

Harkee ! did ye catch that ? a flea ! 
Faith ! there's a natty guest for ye ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES sifigs. 

" Once on a time, there was a King, 

" Had a stupendous flea, 

" Which pretty, darling, skipping thing, 

" As his own son loved he. 

" He bade his tailor, to come forth, 

" The Schneider quickly came — 

" And measured the flea, for a suit of cloth, 

" With breeches of the same." 

BRANDER. 

It's to be hoped 'twas well dinn'd in his ear, 
That he took accurate measure ! 
And as he loved his head, to be sure 
That no crease, on the breech appear ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

*' In velvet cloak, and silken hose, 
'* Idke a prince, the younker shone ; 
^^ Bibands bedizendd his clothes, 
^^ And a cross was worked thereon ; 
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King's minister, füll soon was he ! 

And a star adomed his kittle, 
" And all the fleas of his family, 
" Became at Court great people. — 
" Now the dukes, and the lords, and ladies, 
" Who %ured at the Court — 
" And th' queen, and the bedchamber maidies, 
" Were prick'd and bit for sport — 
" None dar6d to crack 'em, by day or by night, 
" Nor even to hunch them away — 
" But we catch 'em, and crack 'em outright ! 
'* Whenever they come in our way ! " 

CHORUS. 

" But we catch 'em, and crack 'em outright ! 
" Whenever they come in our way ! " 

FROSCH. 

Bravo ! bravo ! — sung with much taste and ease ! 

SIEBEL. 

Such be the fate, of all the race of Fleas ! 

BRANDER. 

We point with our fingers — and nick 'em so fine ! 

ALTMAYER. 

Here's a blmiper to freedom ! and huzza for wine ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And I should like a glass, Dame Freedom to honour ! 
Had our host, when Wine 5focÄin§r,beenmore a win^-conner. 
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SIEBEL. 

We'll not submit to hear such shir again. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Did I not shun to give the landlord pain, 

I'd treat thi» honourable Company, 

With some, from our oum cellar — ^money free ! 

SIEBEL. 

Here with it then ! 111 take th' responsibility ! 

FROSCH. 

Should the wine prove good, well laud your civility. 
But let the sample-glasses be of capacity ; 
For when Tm " tasting wines," to teil the truth, 
I like to feel it,— füll in the mouth ! 

ALTMAYER foside.J 

They re from the banks o' th' Rhine, I discover ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Here with a gimlet ! — ^if thou art a wine lover. 

BRANDER. 

What can the fellow want with a bore ? 
No cask is here— or at the door ! 

ALTMAYER. 

The tapster's tool-box is out there — ^make haste ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES 
Takes the gimlet, and addresses Frosch. 

What sort of wine may you, Sir, choose to taste ? 
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FROSCH. 

How mean you that ? — have you diversity ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To make selection, all of ye are free ! 

ALTMAYER tO FROSCH. 

You ! would fain have the wine in jugs ? 

FROSCH. 

Well ! since I may select — I choose the wine 

That comes from our dear coiintry's pride — ^the Rh ine ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Get me some wax ! and make ye plugs ! 

He bores a hole in die edge of llie table opposite to Frosch. 

ALTMAYER. 

Jugglery ! and nothing eise — ^that's piain ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES tO BRANDER. 

And what will you ? 

BRANDER. 

I should prefer Champagne ! 
Bight sparkling let it be. 

MEPHISTOPHELES boies ; in the mean time one of them makes the wax 
Stoppers, and pats a phig into each gimlet hole. 

BRANDER. 

One must not always, foreign wares eschew. 
Best things grow sometimes furthest off! 
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That a brave Gennan hates the French, is tnie, 
But Gallic wine, he don't object to quaflf. 

SIEBEL, 

As Mephistopheles approaches him. 

I hate acidities ! with me they find no grace ! 
So give US a glass of somewhat sweet I pray ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES hoves. 

For you shall flow the rieh Tokay ! 

ALTMAYER. 

Come, come — ^now look me fiill i' th' face ! 
Tm up to trap ! — ^you're only hoaxing us. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Fie, fie ! — ^with such distinguished guests 
'Twould be bad taste to play oflF jests ! 
Quick ! teil me with unfalt'ring voice, 
With what shall I your heart rejoice ? 

ALTMAYER. 

Any ! so it come quickly — Fve no choice. 

The holes being all bored, and plugged with wax, 

MEPHISTOPHELES, With mysterious action. 

" Grapes, grow on the Vine-stock ; 

" Homs, grow on the Sprfng-bok ; 

" Grapes are juicy ; yet of wood is the vine — 

" Then why should not Table, spout forth wine ? 
Deeply diving into nature makes things fit ! 
'Tis a miracle — if you put faith in it ! 
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Draw Stoppers ! drink, and glow ! 

They each draw their respective stopper, and the desired wine flows into 

the glass. 

ALL. 

Delightful Springs ! — ^how bright ye flow ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Be careful, that no drop ye overthrow ! 

They drink, and fiU ogain. 

ALL singing. 

" We are right cannibalish well, 
" As are five-hundred sows ! " 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The chaps are free — see how they drink and glow ! 

FAUST. 

I am much inclined to go. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

First, witness how their swinish going on, 
Will show itselfi anon ! 

SIEBEL, 

Drinldng slovenly, Spills some of the wine, which immediately tums to flame 

on the floor. 

Help ! ftre ! help ! hell's in a fennent ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES to the flame. 
Cahnly, calmly, — ^my friendly dement ! 



f 



FAUST. 



111 



Draw stODüeTRl ihink ««wi «4^w| 



^^red wine flows into 



.*• i 



112 FAUST. 

Addressing the Company. 

'Twas but a little purgatorial fire ! 

SIEBEL. 

What do you mean ? wait ! shalt smart för this, esquire ! 
He must be made to know with whom he has to deal ! 

FROSCH. 

Come that again, and my füll wrath youll feel. 

ALTMAYER. 

I think we'd better rid us o' them, slick. 

SIEBEL. 

What, Sir ! and have you the audacity, Sir, 
To play oflF your hocus-pocuses here, Sir ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Be still, old wine-cask ! 

SIEBEL. 

Get out, you broomstick ! 
What !-Hslander me to the very nose ? 

BRANDER. 

Wait a bit ! — Fm here ! with a shower of blows. 

ALTMAYER. 
He draws his stopper, and fire gushes out at him. 

Tm bumt ! I'm bumt ! 

SIEBEL. 

A vile sorcerer ! 
Strike ! strike ! the vagabond's an outlaw ! 

They all diaw their knhree, and advance on Mepbistopheles. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES, with much solemtiity, 

Lying words, and lying faces, 
Alter sense — and alter places ! 

Be here ! 

Be there ! 

They are all astounded, and stare at each other. 

ALTMAYER. 

Where am I ? — O what a delectable land ! 

FROSCH. 

Vineyards ! if Fm not deceived I 

SIEBEL. 

Grapes wooing the hand ! 

BRANDER. 

Beneath this green retreat — 
What stems ! what Clusters greet ! 

He catx^hes hold of Siebe l's nose with his left hand, and raises his right with 
the knife, as in the action of catting off a hunch of grapes. The same 
happens to the others. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, OS hefore. 

Error ! thy bandage from their visions take ! 

See eyes ! and know, that the devil can frolic make ! 

He disappears with Faust — the others separate. 

« 

SIEBEL. 

What's the matter ? 

ALTMAYER. 

How? 

Q 
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FROSCH. 

Was that thy nose ? 

BRANDER tO SIEBEL. 

And what I had in band was thine, I suppose ? 

ALTMAYER. 

It was a shock — ^that shook my reins ! 
Bring me a chair — I feel those fainting pains ! 

FROSCH. 

Teil me ! — what's all this been about ? 

SIEBEL. 

Where is tbe chap ? I fain woiüd find bim out, 
In a wbole skin, be'd get away no more ! 

ALTMAYER. 

I saw bim exit by tbe cellar door — 

Riding upon a tub I'm sure ! 

Alas my feet are lead — I cannot go ! 

Tuming towards the table. 

Zounds ! but TU see, if Wine still flow ! 

SIEBEL. 

'Twas bocus pocus, cbeating, lies, and moonsbine ! 

FROSCH. 

Well ! I cannot but believe, I tasted wine. 

BRANDER. 

But bow was't, as toucbing tbe vintage feast ? 

ALTMAYER. 

Wbo'll dare to teil me now, tbat miracles bave ceased ! 



THE WITCH'S KITCHEN. 



Od a low hearth is a large Caldron on the fiie, containing some liquid : in 
the steam that ascends therefrom are aeen rarious and stränge fonns of 
things. A Female Monkey is squatted beside the Caldron, watching 
tbat it does not boil oyer, and stirring and skimming it at times. A 
Male Monkey and two young ones sit near her and warm themselyes. 
The ceiling and walls are hang with queer-fashioned witch-housekeeping 
ntenals. 

Faust. — Mephistopheles. 



FAUST. 

I am disgusted with this cell of sorcery ! — 
And canst thou hope to give me convalescence 
From aught pertaining to this waste of witchery ? 
What need have I, of Witch's sapience ? 
Can thing, proceeding from her beastly cookery, 
Take thirty years from my^ frail-man machinery ? 
If hence your pledge, — then woe's my plight ! 
For sanguine Hope has taken flight. — 
What ! could not Nature, aided by high mind^ 
A youth-restoring baisam find ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

There you again, superior sense display ! 

Yes ! Nature has pointed out a way ! 

But the prescription's in another book, 

And is a marv'lous chapter ! if you deign to look. 
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FAUST. 

Then I would know it. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Good ! it is a recipe, 
From lucre, art, and sorcery free — 
Thou'st but to betake thee to the field, 
And there the spade and pickaxe wield — 
Keeping thyself, and vagrant mind 
Within a circle, well confined — 
Support thyself ^ith unmixed food, — 
Herd with the herd, as beast ! and find it good — 
Dunging thyself, the acres thou dost harvest. 
That is the recipe ! — and faith the very best, 
To keep one young, for eighty years at least ! 

FAUST. 

But Im not used to labour on the land ! 
I cannot take the spade in band ! — 
Besides, restrained existence, I abominate. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Then must we, Sir, the Witch propitiate. 

FAUST. 

But why, just this old commissaire of hell ? 
Methinks, thyself might brew the broth as well ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That were indeed a dainty pastime 

FoT me ! who has built a thousand bridges in the time. 



FAUST. 117 

Science and wit, sufficeth not alone, — 

The work demands the patience of the Crone ! 

Tis time^ that makes the fermentation strohg. — 

And then the ingredients that thereto belong 

Are very stränge and wonderfiil ! — 

The Devil 'tis true, did teach its bringing forth, 

Yet cannot the Devil brew the broth ! 

Calling Faust's attention to the Monkeys. 

Behold ! what a comely race they be ! 
That is the gentleman — and that the lady ! 

To the Animals. 

It doth appear the Dame is out ? 

THE ANIMALS. 

Gonetoa'^Feed!" 

From the house, with speed — 

By the chimney she went out ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

How long does she tany at such " gnaws ? " 

THE ANIMALS. 

So long as we do warm our paws. 

MEPHISTOPHELES tO FAUST. 

What think you of these delicate creatures *? 

FAUST. 

Meanly ! meanly ! both as to mind and features. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Not SO— their coUoquy is short and able, 
And to my thinking, — 'tis delectable ! 
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To the Animals. 

Archly-wicked urchins ! teil me what 
Ye skim and stir i' th' pot ? 

THE ANIMALS. 

We Cook a general beggar soup. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Then cook ye, — for a numerous group ! 

The Male Monkey approaches Mephistopheles vvheedlingly. 

THE MALE. 

Come, throw me the dice ? 
To be rieh would be nice, — 
Let me win the pence ? 
I'm but badly oflF, crony ! 
But had I money 
Then had I sense! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

How joyfid would this urchin be 
To gamble in the lottery ! 

Daring this, the young Monkeys haye been playing Mfith a large BaU, and 

now xoll it forward. 

THE MALE. 

That is the worid ! 
With its ups and downs, 
Its smiles and frowns, — 
Tis always rolling 
Always changing — 
It Sounds like glass, 
That's brittle !— alas, 
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Tis a hoUow thing ! 

It is bright here, 

And brighter there ! 

Quick, and well am I ! — 

My darling boy ! 

Beware th' decoy, 

For ihou must die ! 

It iß of clay 

And will be potsherds some day ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What means that sieve ? 

THE MALE fctches it dotofi. 

Wert thou a thie^ 

I should soon spy thee out ! 

He luns with it to the Female, and lets her look through it. 

Look through the sieve ! 
Dost see a thief ? 
And dar st not cry out "? 

MEPHISTOPHELES approachifig tkefire. 
And this pot ? 

THE MALE AND FEMALE. 

The stupid sot ! 

He don't know the pot ; 

He don't know the kettle ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Rüde — portraitures of man ! 
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THE MALE. 

Here, — ^take this fire-fan ; 
And sit down in the settle — 



He coaxes Mephistopheles to sit. 

FAUST, 

Who during the talk has been Standing before a looking-glass, advancing and 
letreating, with eyes finnly fixed on a female form therein displayed. 

How passing fair ! — she's of no mortal come ! 
Delusion to mine eye, the mirror brings — 
Oh Cupid ! lend me thy fleetest wings, 
And guide me to her bright Elysium ! 
How is all this ? do Pbut move a pace 
Backward — or to advance persist, 
Then seems a web of gauze-like mist 
To veil, the paragon ! of form and face. 
Is it then possible ! — can woman be so fair ? — 
I see in her, who slumbering lies, 
The concentrated joys of all the skies ! — 
Has Barth, a daughter worthy of compare ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Of course ! — for when a God, does six days quail, 

And on the seventh, shouts bravo ! hail ! 

A chef-d'ceuvre ! mtist the eye regale. — 

For this time, thou may'st gaze thy fill, — 

I such a splendid treasure can provide. 

O happy he ! whom the angry Parc® will, 

To bridegroom home, so fair a bride ! 

Faost continues to stare in the glass. Mephistopheles seated in the settle, 

lounges afad plays with the fan, then continues. 
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Here sit I monarch-like upon a throne, 
Sceptre in hand — I merely want a crown. 

THE ANIMALS, 

Who haye aU the time been gambolling about, and making aU sorts of fantastical 
sport together, bring to Mephistophble8 a crown, at the same time 
yelling yehemently. 

O, do be so good, 

With sweat, and with blood, 

The crown to plaster ; 

In handling it clumsUy they break it asunder, and jump about with the pieces. 

What a shocking disaster ! 

We See, and we speechify, . 

We hear, and we versify ; 

FAUST (still hefore the glassj. 
Woe is Me ! — I shall go frantic mad ! 

MEPHiSTOPHELES, tfi referetice to the animals. 
Zounds ! I do feel my own head getting bad ! 

THE ANIMALS. 

And if when we chime, 
We Start a sense rhyme, 
Then 'tis a hright thought ! 

FAUST, oLS hefore. 

My bosom's to ignition brought ! 

Let US away — this atmosphere's with madness fraught ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES, seated as before. 

Well, well ! — you can't but own my pretty pets, 
Are guileless poets ! 

R 
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The Caldron, which the Female Monkey has neglected, boils oyer, and a 
tremendous flame ascends the chimney. The Witch descends aänidst 
the flame, making a dreadful howl. 

THE WITCH. 

Ow! ow! ow! ow.! 

Accurs6d damn6d sow ! 

YouVe neglected the kettle and singed the Vrow ! 

Curses light on ye ! 

Seeing Faust and Mrphistopheles. 

Who are these I see ? 
What are you there ? 
Whence come you here ? 
Who letyei'th' cell?— 
May the scorchings of hell, 
In your marrow-bones dwell ! 

She dives the skimming-ladle into the Caldron, and dashes the flames over 
Faust, Mephistopheles, and the Animals. The Monkeys flinch and 
squall. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 
Tums the fan, and falls to smashing the glasses and crockeiy with its butt end. 

To pieces ! to pieces ! 

See how the broths nin ! 

Now here's at the glasses ! — 

'Tis only my fun ! — 

A time beating of mine, 

Foul Carrion ! — 

To that anthem of thine! 

To the Witch, who has tetreated in rage and astonishment 

Dost know me now ? Hag ! scarecrow ! Sow ! 
Dost know thy lord and master now? 
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Were't not for something that my hand inhibits, 
rd smash thee ! — and thy cat-faced spirits. 
What ! is the crimson doublet no more prized ? 
Dost not ken the cock's tail feather ^ Beldam ! 
Have I my visage aught disguised?— 
Wouldst have me teil thee, — ^who I am ? 

THE WITCH. 

Oh master o' mine ! the greetmg I regret — 
I saw not the horse-foot when we met ! 
Where, may yonr pretty Ravens be ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

This time, I pardon thy oflfence ; 

For tndy, 'tis a long time since 

Thou sawest me — 

Culture, that hath the world belick'd, 

Has verily the Devil betrick'd — 

The Northern Phantom, no more serves our cause ; 

Where see we now-arday — ^homs, tail, and claws ? 

As touching the leg — 'tis my companion naw ; 

Manring my commerce with the world I trow ! 

For which good reason, like to a young Beau, 

I donned false calves — some years ago. 

THE WITCH, dancing. 

I'm out of my wits, with surprise, and with glee, 
To behold Master Satan, once more, with me ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Quiet, woman ! that Name's henceforth forbidden thee ! 
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THE WITCH. 

Why ! what may it have done, your spieen to merit? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

It has stood in the fable book too long in vain : 

Man's not a shade the better for it ! 

They Ve scouted the evil one^ and wicked ones remain : 

In fiiture call me Lord Baron ! and 'tis good. 

I am a knight, — even as others^ knights are. 

Thou dost not question my nobility of blood ? 

Behold, the favour that I bear ! 

He shows some Pantomimics. 

THE WITCH, laughing excessively. 

Ha ! ha ! ha ! that was thy humour of yore — 
Art still the waggish rogue, of heretofore. 

MEPHISTOPHELES tO FAUST. 

Keep in thy mind this seene with lively retrospection, 
Thus 'tis we keep onr witches in subjection. 

THE WITCH. 

Say masters of mine, what wish may be yonr pleasure ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A bumper ! of the well-known juice — 

The oldest that you have in use ; 

For years add strength to the magic treasure ! 

THE WITCH. 

Most readily — for within this flask, 

Of which I sometimes sip— is the juice you ask, 
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Long time it has lost, th' empyreumatic ! 
To you therefrom, a brimming glass 111 give. 



In an ander tone to Mephistopheles. 



If unprepared he drink the strong stomachic ! 
He cannot, as you know — a moment live. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

But he's my friend — 'twill well agree with him ! 
I grudge him not the best that's in yonr cell. 
Come, draw the circle — speak thy spell ! 
And fill him a cup up — even to the brim ! 

The Witch, ^th mach mammery, diaws a circle, and places stränge things 
(herein — ^between whiles, the glasses ring, and a sound proceeds from the 
Caldron, making together a sort of masic. At last she brings a great 
book, places the monkeys within the circle in such positions as to answer 
the purposes of leading-desk and torch-holders. She beckons Faust 
to approach her. 

FAUST to MEPHISTOPHELES. 

No ! — say what shall resiüt from these fiintastic means, 
These mad, and beastly pantomimic seenes "? 
Such loathsome, juggling, mawkish stuff, 
Is known to me — ^and scomed enough ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Mere mummery ! — ^to laughter she'd provoke us ! 
Be not an all-too rigid, discontented man ! 
The crone, as leech, may use her hocus pocus 
To make the juice raore potent, if she can ! 

He presses Faust to enter the circle. 
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THE WITCH, 
With great emphasis, commences to declaim from the book. ^ 

Thou must understand ! 

Of ONE make ten, 

And cast ofF two, 

And three make even, 

Then hast thou thriven. 

Cast off the Four ! 

Of five and six, 

So saith Witch 'rithmetics ! •" 

Make seven and eight, 

Then 'tis consummate : — 

And nine is one, 

And ten is none : 

That is the Witch's '' one times one ! " 

FAUST. 

The Old One rambles I discover. 

mephistopheles. 

Be still awhile — 'tis not half over, — 

I know the book, 'tis stufTd with fiction ! 

Much time IVe wasted o'er the rules — 

For you must know, a well-conned contradiction 

Staggers Wise-men, as well as Fools ! 

My friend, the art is old^ as well as new^ 

For it has been the craft of every age — ^through 

Three and one, and one and three ! 

Error for truth to academie. 

And so they twaddle on, still unmolested — 

Who with the fools, would hold a cavil *? 
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Man's prone to trust to words, behested, 
And most so, — ^if emgma's to unravel ! 

THE wiTCH cantirmes. 

The highest stage 
And power of knowledge, 
To'the World is hid ! 
Who takes no thought 
To him 'tis brought, — 
Without either care, or bid ! 

FAUST. 

What nonsense is she uttering now ? 
My head is on the split I vow ! — 
I feel as were a bellowing chonis, 
Of a thousand lunatics before us ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Enough, enough, delightfiil Sibyl ! 

Here with the mixture — ^fill ! fill 

The goblet to the brim, and froth it up ! 

It will not hurt my friend d'ye see, 

For he's a college-man, of high degree, 

And has gulped a deal — ^from another cup ! 

The Witch, with mach ceremony, fills the baon. A^ Faust is about to laise 

it to his Ups, it emits a clear flame. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Quick ! quickly down with it ! — no breathing time allow ! 
Twill make thy very heart to laugh. — 
What ! art with the Devil, thou and thou ? 
And does a lambent flame prevent thee quaff ^ 
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The Witch opens ihe circle, and Faust treads out 

Forth ! forth i' th' air ! — ^thou may'st not rest ! 

THE WITCH tO FAUST. 

May the pure tmcture, give thee much delight ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES tO THE WITCH. 

If there be aught that thou desirest, 
Acquaint me on Walpurgis' night. 

THE WITCH. 

Here is a pretty song ! which if you sometimes sing, 
You'll trace its virtue, in its wondrous working. 

MEPHISTOPHELES tO FAUST. 

Bestir thee Sir ! and be submissive led ; — 

Thou must perspire firom foot to head, 

That the choice dram throughout thee percolate. — 

The princely trade of Idleness ! I'll teach thee prize- 

Soon wilt thou know by pleasing inward agonies 

How CupiD through thy veins doth ambulate ! 

FAUST. 

Onee more I would the Minor scan ! 
That female form was ah ! so fair ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

No ! no ! anon shalt thou the paragon of woman 
See bodily ! — ^and be her heart's sole care. 

In an under tone. 

With that same coidial draught beneath thy skin 
Thou'lt think euch female form — a matchless Helen ! 



A STREET.— Faust— Margaret passing. 



FAUST. 

My beauteous noble lady ! may I dare 
To offer you my arm ! and special care ? 

MARGARET. 

I am not noble, Sir, — ^nor am a beauty ! 
Can find my home alone, and know my duty. 

She bieaks firom lum. 
FAUST. 

By heavens ! the girl is wondrous handsome, 
Mine eyes did ne'er such beauty welcome ! 
Virtuous and gracefiil— disinclined to flirt — 
And what I don't dislike — a little pert ! 
lips ruby red — and cheeks with blushes bright 
Memory will treasure up, so fair a sight ! 
And when she beut her fiill eyes down, 
They deeply stamp'd my heart her own ! — 
And then, her sense of lively repartee ? — 
The maid's whole bearing has enchanted me ! 
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130 FAUST. 

Mephistopheles enters. 

Seest thou yon girl ? — I would caress her ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

WeU— which? 

FAUST. 

Her that's just gone— dost see ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Her ? — ^why she's from the Confessor ! 

Of every sin, he has spoken her free — 

1 crept to th' confessional, and heard the homily — 

She's innocent ! 

And for sheer nothing, to her shriving went ; 

er such as her — ^no power do 1 possess. 

FAUST. 

She's tumed of fourteen years, as I shoidd guess ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That's spoken like Jack Liederlich, 
Who longed each pretty flower to pick ! 
And thought, nor honour, love, or favour, 
Were proof against his bold behaviour l — 
But that won't always gain the prize. 

FAUST. 

Let me request Magister Moralwise 

That to himself he keeps his wit-endeavour ! 

And be informed — ^that unless 

1 do the comely maid possess. 
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And in my arms this evening press, 
At midnight we do part — for ever. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Bethink thee ! what dancing attendance is, — 
And vigilantly watching opportunities ! — 
The thing demands a fortnight's scnitiny. 

FAUST. 

Had I seven hours of calm existence, 
1 should not want a Devil's assistance 
To make with such an one affinity. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That Speech might suit a Frenchman's pate ! 
But prithee, do not fret, or doubt possession — 
Wouldst have straightforward, tarne Submission ? 
Such joys, Sir, are not half so great 
As when by costly, courtly wooing, 
And skUfiil, crafty, long pursuing, 
The maid you Iure, and nicely hook ; 
As taught in many an Italian book ! 

FAUST. 

My appetite wants no provoking \ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Then, without more abuse or joking, 
1 teil you once for all — the poppet ! 
Is not in such a fret to be got at. 
By escalade there's nothing to be done ! 
]iVe must try stratagem — ^if she be won \ 



182 FAUST. 

FAUST. 

Fetch me some token from her bijouterie ! 
Transport me to her place of rest ! 
Procure a kerchief from her breast ! 
Or garter from my darling's knee ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That thou may'st know how thy bosom pain 
I wish to assuage, and fskvour gain ; 
No moment shall be lost — ^without delay 
m place you in her room to-day ! 

FAUST. 

And shall I see her % kiss her "? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

No!- 
To her Neighbour she's about to go ; 
During which absence — in her " Chamber dear," 
May'st feed on hoped for joys ! — as near — 
Inhaling as you will, your darling's atmosphere ! 

FAUST. 

Is it not time to go ^ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

'Tis yet too early, Sir. 

FAUST. 

Provide me with a present, worthy her ! 



\Exit. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

So quickly presents ? faith ! hell realize. — 

Many a cunning place I know, 

Where hoards were buried long ago ; — 

But I mußt espionize ! [^Eäpit. 



EvENiNO. — A small, bat neatly ananged Chamber« 

MARGARET, 
Flaiting and bndding up her haii. 

I'd give a something, could I know 

Who 'twas would fain have been my beau ! 

Well dress'd was he ! of handsome figure ! 

And of a noble house I am sure ! — 

That on his forehead might be seen — 

He had not eise so keckish been. [Ewit. 

Faust — Mephistophsles. 
MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Come in, but softly tread — eome on ! 

FAUST, öfter a pause. 
I beg youTl leave me — I would be alone! 

MEPHISTOPHELES, pTJfing obout. 

Not every maiden keeps her room so chary. [Exit. 
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134 FAUST. 

FAUST, 
Taking a general survey of the room. 

Welcome to me, soft evening twilight — that o'erhangs 
Earth's landscape, pervading now this small but hallow'd 

scope! 
Possess my heart ye rapturous love-pangs ! 
Ye ! that do sighing live upon the dews of Hope. 

How all around me breathes a sentimental calm, 
A nice arrangement, and contentedness ! 
In these piain household goods, what magic chann ! 
In this duU cell-like room, what blessedness ! 

He throws himself into a leather-coyered arm chair that is beside tfae bed. 

O take me to thee, thou ! that hast by-gone generations 

Reeeived within thine open arms, in joy and sorrow ! 

How oft around this father-throne, with exultations, 

Have chüdren hung, and prattled of to-morrow ! 

And here, perchance ! heart-gratefiil for the Christmas gift 

Has my sweet girl ! with dimple cheek and eyes uplift, 

Pressed her young kiss upon a grandsire's shrivelled hand ! 

O Maiden ! methinks I feel thy spirit bland, 

Pregnant with order — whispering to me 

How it did guide thy hands right motherly, 

The snow-white tablecloth to spread. 

And strew the sand, that crackles neath my tread. 

lovely hand ! eelestial in aflSnity, — 

This hut is made a paradise by thee ! — 

And here ! 

He laises the bed curtain. 

What a rapture-tremor seizes me ! — 
Here loitering hours, might rapid moments seem. 
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O Nature ! 'twas here in gentlest dream 
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O Nature ! 'twas here in gentlest dream 

Thou fashionedst that divinity ! 

Here lay the child, warm with the attributes of life ! 

And here, the infant's tender bosom 'gan to play — 

And here ! with purest, holy strife, 

The Godhead-likeness wrought its way ! 

And thou ! — why hast thou sought out this abode ? 
Why feels thine innermost so moved and sore ? 
What will'st thou here ? why is thy heart a load ? 
Unhappy Faust! 1 do not know thee more. 

Am I enwrapp6d in a magic ether ? — 
But now, with hot, unnily passion glowing — 
To be, in purest love-dream softly flowing ! 
Are we the sport of atmospheric pressure ? 

Were she to enter now ! what retribution 
Would'st ofFer for thy bold intrusion ? — 
Alas ! the giant John become so pigmy small ; 
Love-vanquished ! at her feet would fall. 

MEPHISTOPHELES etiters with casket of jewels. 
Make haste ! her footsteps wend'towards the door. 

FAUST. 

Away ! away from here ! I will retum no more. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

But here's the present ! — 'tis a weighty casket, 
I've been to fetch it from — elsewhere ! 
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186 FAUST. 

Quickly place it in her cabinet — 
The sight will vanquish her I swear. 
Within are bracelets, chain, and locket. 
They should another's heart have won — 
But girl is girl — and fiin is fiin ! 

FAUST hesitati'ng. 
I'm doubtfiil— shall I ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Can you ask it ? 
Perhaps you would hoard the costly casket— 
If so — must beg of your lustfiilness — 
Me ! and this evening hour so aus|)icious, 
From longer Service to dismiss — 
I hope you are not ayaricious ! — 
This hesitation keeps me in a ferment. 

He places the casket in the press, and snaps the lock. 

Now then, away — ^let's to a distance flee, 

That the fair maiden favour thee 

Unto thy heart and will's content ! 

Zounds ! there you stark stand, and stare, 

As if in the audience-room you were 

Before the grey beards Physic and Metaphysica ; 

Who bodily were seated there ! 

Come let's be gone ! [^Exeunt. 

Enter Margaret, mth a lamp. 
The room, methinks, feels close and hot, 

She opens the casement. 

Yet sultry out of doors 'twas not. 
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I do declare I feel quite overcome ! 
Wonld that my mother were at home — 
Fm shuddery, and mind-oppressed — 
Art but a timid girl at best ! 

She sings as she undresses. 

There once was a king in Thule, 
Loved constant to the grave — 
To him bis mistress truly 
Wben dying — a goblet gave. 

He prized the gift of bis deary ! 
'Twas fiird at every " bout/' 
But bis eyes were always teary^ 
Wbenever be drank tbereout. 

At lengtb, wben nigb unto dying, 
He told bis cities up, 
And gave to eacb beir a titbing, 
But to none gave be tbe cup. 

One day as be sat at dinner 
'Mongst knigbts of bigb degree, 
In bis old ancestral tower 
Tbat beetles o'er tbe sea, 

Uprose tbe wortby old toper, 
And a bumper emptied be ! 
Tben be tbrew tbe golden treasure, 
Far, far into tbe sea ; — 

He saw it fall ; — and a-drinking 
And sinking — ^far from sbore ; 
Tbe old king s eyes gan twinking — 
Not a drop did be drink more ! 

T 
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138 FAUST. 

She opens the piess to put away her clothes, and sees the jewel casket. 

How did that handsome casket get in here ? 

Im certain sure I locked the press with care — 

'Tis vastly stränge ! — ^what can there be within it ? — 

Some one has been to borrow money, may be, 

Of mother ? — and left it as security — 

What's that ? — ^a tape, and a key hanging to it ? 

I really think the box I'U open ; — 

Good gracious me ! what's that I look on ? 

I never saw the like in all my days. 

What Ornaments ! why, they are such as ladies 

Might wear on high festivities ! 

I wonder how this chain wonld look on me ? — 
Whose can they be ? — ^most splendidly they shine ! 

She puts on some of the jewelleiy, and goes to the glass. 

O ! if these pretty ear-iings were but mine ! 

They really make one look of high degree. — 

What worth have comeliness and youth ? 

They may be very well — ^but in tnith, 

They both are shimned for gold and finery ! 

If praised —the commendation sounds but like compassion. 

For gold all press — 

On gold, and dress, 

All hinges ! — pretty poverty, is out of fashion. 
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A PUBLIC WALK. 



Faust in deep thoug^ht, pacing up and down. To him Mephistopheles. 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 



By slighted love ! hell's fire ! wonld I knew what worse ! 
That I might add more flavour to my curse ! 



FAUST. 



What aus you say, what twinges you so sore ? 
Such queer grimace, I never saw before ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Could pitch myself to the Devil for pure spite, 
Were I not Devil, by inherent right ! 

FAUST. 

What ! is a head-screw loose, or brain o' th' crack ? 
It suits not you^ to play the maniac ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Only conceive, — ^the jewels got for Margery, 
Has a fiit Priest lugged oflF to his monastery ! — 
Her mother chanced the pretty things to spy, 
And straightway 'gan to sorrow inwardly ; — 
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That sly old woman has a marvellous keen nose, — 

Got by sniftering in the praying-book I suppose. 

Why ! by th' smell, she can judge even to a Walking cane, 

What moveables are holy, and what are profane ! — 

So was it with the casket — she sniflF'd it out, 

And saw clearly that no blessing harboured, thereabout. 

Said she, " My dear child ! this is unrighteous ' good,' 

'Twin trouble thy sonl — and feed on thy young blood. 

It shall as an ofFering to the holy Virgin Maria! 
" Who will make us glad with heavenly manna." 

Pretty Margery a rare wry face made, — 

Well, well, thought she, 'tis but a " gift Jade ! " 

But truly, is he very fer from worthless 

Who practised it here with such address. 

The mother sent forthwith for a neighbouring Priest ; 

Who scarcely gave himself time to hear out the jest, 

Ere his eyes, sparkled his heart's joy at the sight ; 

Said he, " My good woman ! thou dost perfectly right, 

" For those that overcome temptation, the recompence 

shall receive. 
" That the Church has a hale stomach, you do well to 

believe — 
" For she has swallowed up whole countries ! — and yet 
"Was she never known to complain of a surfeit. — 
" My dear ladies ! the Church, the Church alone, it is 

manifest 
*' Can Stolen, — and unholy things digest." 

FAUST. 

That you well know, is an every-day game, — 
Your Jew, and your King, both do the same. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 



He then grabbed hold of clasp, chain, and rings, 
As were they, but some gilt-gingerbread things ! 
Thanked, neither more nor less — than were 
A small bag of hazel-nuts, the costly gear ! — 
Then he promised them " Celestial rewards and rest," 
With which they both seemed, very mtich refresKd! 

FAUST. 

But about Margery ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

She is sitting ill at ease, 
And ean't for the life of her, her own seif please — 
Thinks on the trinkets all day long — and o' nights — 
But more on the bringer of those splendid delights. 

FAUST. 

My darling's sorrow pains ine much. — 
Seek out another present ! but not such 
As the former, — ^better, and more gay ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To be sure ! — ^with you Sir, all seems baby's-play ! 

FAUST. 

And to my Will, shape all your labour, — 
Make you quick friendship with her neighbour, 
And give me proof^ that there's some devil in thee ! 
Procure for her, I say, fresh je weis, instantly ! 
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MEPUISTOPHELES. 

Yes, yes, your worship ! with the utmost pleasure ! 

Exit Faust. 

Why such a doating fool, would try to pufiF out 
The Sun and Moon ! — and Stars without measure ! 
To amuse a ffreen girl, — ^if she did but pout. 

[^Eant. 



NEIGHßOüR MARTHA'S HOÜSE. 



MARTHA alone. 

God pardon my poor dear husband ! 

He didn't behave as he ought to me, 

To bolt off as he did to a foreign land, 

And leave me here behind, in penury ; — 

Did nothing I'm sure to make my gentleman Start ! 

Loved him, God knows ! from my very heart. 

She weeps. 

Lack-apday ! perhaps he is dead ? — cruel fate ! — 
Had I but the dear fellow's burial certificate ! 

MARGARET efiters. 
Dame Martha ! 

MARTHA. 

Well — what wilt Margaret ? 

MARGARET. 

Oh I shall drop — my knees shake imder me ! 
Only see what I've got — IVe found another casket 
In the same press — ^this one is of ebony, 
Brim-fiill of pretty things ! — and more, 
And costlier far ! than those I found before. 
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144 FAUST. 

MARTHA. 

Then do not teil thy mother — 'twill distress her, 
And ofF Shell hie to the Father Confessor. 

MARGARET. 

Do prithee look ! — only see what a treasure ! 



MARTHA, 

Adomiog Margaret with them. 

0, thou art a blessed creature ! 

MARGARET. 

Alas ! I dare not wear them in. the street, — 
Neither in the Church would it be discreet. 

MARTHA. 

I'll teil thee what — come often o'er to me, 
Here, thou canst put them on in secresy ; 
Canst pace it to and fro before the glass — 
We shall have pleasure, even in that, my lass ! 
And if occasion ofiFers, — ^perhaps on a holiday, — 
By degrees, we may the pretty things display ; 
First you put on a chain — ^then pearl-drop in the ear : 
As for your mother — ^we must hoodwink her^ my dear ! 

MARGARET. 

But who in the name of fortune could the caskets bring ? 
I fear that all's not right — 'tis too marvellous a thing ! 

A knockiDg at tbe door. 

Alas poor me ! that is perchance my mother ? 
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FAUST. 145 

MARTHA peeps: thröugh the window curtain. 
No, 'tis a Strange gentleman — come in, Sir ! 

MEPHiSTOPHELES euters. 

That I have taken the liberty thus to enter, 
The ladies will kindly pardon, — peradventure ! 

Retreats a step, and respectfully to Margaret. 

I would after a certain Dame Sc]iVerdtlein inquire ? 

MARTHA. 

I am she — what may the gentleman desire ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES, in an under-tane. 

Enough — now that I know that you be her ! — 
She has got here a distinguished visitor ? 
Must crave pardon for the freedom I have ta'en. 
Will call on you in the aftemoon again. 

MARTHA alotid. 

Only think my dear — ^my pretty maidee ! 
The gentleman takes you for a noble lady. 

MARGARET. 

Sir ! I am but a simple yoimg lassie ; — 

The gentleman would show me too much courtesy, — 

These omaments I've on, are not my own ! 

♦ MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I judge not by the omaments alone — 
You have a noble form — a penetrating eye ! 
I am o'eijoyed to be in such society ! 

u 
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146 FAUST. 

MARTHA. 

What news may the gentleman bring? I long to 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Would that my tidings gladsome were to you ! — 
Blame not the messenger — and be your sorrows fleeting ; 
Your husband's dead ! — but sends by me, a greeting. 

MARTHA. 

Is dead ! — ^that constant heart ! alas ! oh dear ! 
My husband's dead ? I swoon ! I swoon I fear ! 

MARGARET. 

My worthy woman ! be not inconsolable — 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Hear then the touching tale — ^it is remarkable ! 

MARGARET. 

ril take good caution, ne'er to fall in love — 
Such woefiil news, would my death-warrant prove ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Joy must have sorrow — grief must gladness have ! 

MARTHA. 

Do teil me of his dying agony ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In Padua ! is your husband's grave, 
Near to the shrine of Holy St. Anthony ! 
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In a thoroughly consecrated ground 
The ever silent-bed of rest he found. 

MARTHA. 

And nothing have you brought me ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Yes, a request that's somewhat bulky ! 

'' Let HER for me three hundred masses sing!" 

Over and above that, I nothing bring. 

MARTHA. 

What ? — not a pocket-piece, or trifling trinket ? 
Why, every 'prentice-boy, IVe heard of yet, 
Rather than not have something to leave 
As a remembrancer, — would either beg or thieve ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Madam, that is a poignant source of grief to me ! 
Yet was he not a spendthrifk, I do assure thee. — 
He repented of his errors o'er and o er, — 
Bewailing his bad luck, ten times more. 

MARGARET. 

Alas, for human nature ! — ^well, for him 
Myself will offer, many a requiem. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You are well worthy of the marriage State ; 
So fair a maiden Fve not seen of late. 
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MARGARET. 

No, no, Sir ! — ^that for the present may not be. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well then, tili wedlock — pleasing gallantry ? — 

0, it is the chiefest of life's charms 

To clasp such perfect beauty in one's arms. 

MARGARET. 

That's not our national usage, on my word. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Usage or not ! the case has oft occurr'd. 

MARTHA. 

But pray continue ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I stood by the musty bed he lay on — 
'Twas little better, Madam, than mere düng, — 
Half rotten straw ! — ^but then in the faith he died ! 
And found to his cost bis sin-score multiplied. — 
" Oh how I do hate myseli^" said he, " and shall do whilst 

Tve breath ! 
" For having lefk my calling, and poor wife ! 
" Alas, the remembrance thereof, hasteneth my death. 
" Would that she could forgive me — in this life ! " 

MARTHA, weeping. 
The dear repentant sinner ! I have forgiven him long ago. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

^^ But she has been oftener to blame than me^ I trow ! '' 
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MARTHA. 

'Tis false ! ^-did he on the grave's brink, so heinous lie ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

His mind did wander in his latter agony, 

If to some wit and shrewdness IVe pretence. 

" I had," Said he, " with her no sinecure, 

"First I must children ! — ^then must bread procure, 

" Aye, bread in its utmost literal sense ! 

" Yet to enjoy my modicnm in quiet — was denied me." 

MARTHA. 

And did he forget my love, and my fidelity, 
My night, and daylight drudgery ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Not so ! — ^he remembered all füll welL Said he, 

^^ Soon as from Malta we made open sea, 

" I prayed for wife and children fervently ; — 

" To be auspicious was then heaven's pleasure ; 

" For soon, onr ship a Turkish craft did board, 

" Laden with store^ of the Grand Seignior's treasure. — 

" Then 'twas, that courage met its just reward, 

" And I received in weight and measure 

" As was befitting — ^ample share of the hoard." 



MARTHA. 

Ha I how ! where ? — perchance he has buried it ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Who knows to where, the four winds may have wafted it ? 
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Füll soon a noble lady ! espied him out 
As he in Naples stranger-like was sauntering about. — 
She showered on him such marks of love and constancy, 
That her testimonials^ to his grave he carried I fancy. 

MARTHA. 

The rogue ! the thief to his poor offspring ! 
Could not remembrance of our sad beggary 
The villain from such wicked conduct wring ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Doubtless for that transgression, so^ died he ! 
But were I in your place, afflicted mother, 
I'd make a show of widow's weeds, for a year, 
All the while looking out — for another. 

MARTHA. 

Alas ! such another as my first poor dear 
Is not to be found in the whole world I fear ! 
A better, tender-hearted fool, there could not be. 
Desire for rambling was his only vice — 
Save that with wine and women he made free, 
And loved too much those curs6d play things — dice ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well, well ! all had passed off with hilarity, 
Had he scanned you with equal charity. — 
I swear, could we such matters so arrange, 
Myself, with you, would rings exchange ! 

MARTHA. 

The gentleman, is pleased to banter ! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES, OStde. 

rd best be oflF — enough IVe stirred, — 

Else, Shell be holding the Devil to bis word ! 

To Margaret. 

How moves your heart, fair maid ! — ^in a pit-a-pat canter ? 

MARGARET. 

What means the gentleman ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES, OSide. 

Innocent bird ! 

Aloud. 

Fare you well, ladies ! 

MARGARET. 

Farewell. 

MARTHA. 

Yet one word ! 
I should like to have a something, — ^in case of need, — 
Showing where, how, and when my husband was buried. 
Have always been esteemed a most punctilious dame — 
Should wish therefore, in th' obituary to read bis name. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Aye, my good woman ! — ^by two witnesses attested, 
The truth of a matter, is as you know, manifested ; — 
I have a comrade, of high birth and condition, 
Who with me, before a Justice will make deposition. — 
ril bring him here ! 
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MARTHA. 

Aye ! aye ! so do ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Andthis maiden — ^will of course be with you? — 
He's a fine yoiing fellow ! has travelled, and is frank, 
And very courteous, to ladies of rank ! 

MARGARET. 

I shall be sure to blush in the presence of such gentlemen. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Before no earthly monarch, need you redden ! 

MARTHA. 

This eve at my back-garden gate, 
We shall the gentlemen await. 



A STREET. 



Fa OST. — MePHISTOPHE LES. 

FAUST. 

How iß't ? will't do ? are we then nearer ? 

MEPUISTOPHELES. 

Bravo ! — again so füll of fire ? — 

Ere long, shalt have thy heart's desire. 

Thiß eve, at neighbour Martha's you shall see her ;— 

Why — that is a woman, as if made 

For pimping ! and the gipsy's trade. 

FAUST. 

So good ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

But we've a commission from that mfidel ! 

FAUST. 

One good tum deserves another, — ^well ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Before a Justice, we must regularly certify, 

That both of us, did see her husband die 

In Padua — and that he was in a holy comer buried. 

X 
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FAUST. 

That's vastly clever ! — on a joumey, now to be hurried ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Sancta Simplicitas ! where are fled your wits ? 
We guess the fact ! — ^then make our affidavits. 

FAUST. 

If that is to be the course — I coimtermand the plan ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

So ho! you're thereabout are you — O holy man ! — 

Would this be the first time that the leamed reverend 

Has bome false-testunony, to serve an end ? 

Has he not God — the World, and all that it contains ; — 

Man, and the moral movements of his heart and brains 

Defined, as from authority ! and the same asseverated 

With brazen front, and Inngs inflated ? — 

Yet if you Ve a s/park of honour lefk, youll own you have 

Of them^ as little knowledge as of Schwerdtlein's grave ! 

FAUST. 

Thou art, and ever wilt remain a sophist, and a liar ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Aye, aye ! — did one not deeper dive, and soar much higher. 
You will of course to-morrow — as a point of honour ! 
Poor Margery not bamboozle, and befool ? — 
Vowing, that you love her ! — from your very soul ! 

FAUST. 

And then but do, what my heart prompts me to. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Indeed ! 
And then talk of yonr attachment and fidelity ! 
Of the soft all-overpowering-passion, Sensibility ! — 
Will all that too, from your heart proceed ? 

FAUST. 

Enough of this — it will ! ^if I, feeling 

Such emotion, such tumult of the heart and mind ! 

Seek out an appropriate metaphor for its revealing, 

And as I ränge through the world of th' senses such to find, 

I grasp at the highest powers of speech — chancing 

The fiiror that consumes my fi^ame 

Unquenchable ! etemal ! everlasting ! to name. 

Must it be therefore called a lying, fiendish romancing? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I Still am right ! 

FAUST. 

list ! and mark what I say 
I beg of you — ^that so my lungs have holiday. 
He that will be in the right ! having tongue enough 
May triumph with erroneous stuflF ! 
In this case, I being tired of your sophisticated logic 
Hold my tongue ! youVe right — ^because Im logic sick ! 



MARTHA'S GARDEN. 



Margaret on Faust*8, and Martha on Mephistopheles' ann, 

Walking up and down. 

MARGARET. 

I can well feel, Sir ! that your condescending 

To homely talk, — is my poor bashfulness to spare ! 

You travelled gentlemen have an aflfable air — 

And take in kindly-part, almost every thing ! — 

To one so &r experienced, and so much on the wing, 

My simple speech cannot be interesting. 

FAUST. 

One look ! one sentence of your sweet converse 
Outweighs th' acquired wit of the imiverse. 

He kisses her hand. 
MARGARET. 

You might have spared yourself that mark of courtesy,- 
My hands are coarse and red you see — 
What work have they not done of smooth and rough ! 
Mother's very near — yet has she property enough. 

They pass on. 
MARTHA. 

And so you worthy Sir, are always travelling ? 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Onr business, and our duties force us on ! 

We part — 

With heavy, heavy heart, 

From many a dwelling ! — 

Oft when we fain woidd stop — fate bids us to begone. 

MARTHA. 

In the hey-day of youth it might be bearable 

About the world to rove and race ! 

But the " ill-omened day " comes on apace. — 

As an old bachelor, who'd like to face 

The grave ! — is not the thought quite terrible ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

With perfect horror I snrvey the prospect. 

MARTHA. 

Then my good Sir ! — ^pause, and reflect ! 

They pass on. 
MARGARET. 



Yes, but you know that " out of sight is out of mind ! 
On your tongue, ready courtesies lie — 
Enough of friendly converse you will find, 
With those who have more sense than I. 

FAUST. 

Trust me, fair maid ! — ^that which is call6d sense 
Is oft short-sightedness or vain pretence. 

MARGARET. 

How? 



» 



158 FAUST. 



FAUST. 



Tis Strange ! that Innocence ! that Simplicity ! 
Shpuld never know their worth, — and blessed attributes ! 
But are ever unconscious that meekness and bashful modesty 
Are the &irest Gifts that love-abounding Natura, kindly 
distributes. 

MARGARET. 

Wül you e'er spend a moment's thought on me ? 
I shall have leisure time enough to think on thee ! 

FAUST. 

Perchance you are much alone ? 

MARGARET. 

Small is our housewifery I own, 

Yet what there is to do, by me is done ! 

We keep no maid — so sweeping, cooking, mending, 

Devolve on me, and require attending — 

Poor mother's grown of late 

Most vexatiously accurate ! 

Not that her means require her to be so : 

We have more right than some to make a show ! 

For father left behind him a pretty property — 

A house and garden in the town's vicinity ! — 

At present I have ample leisure : 

My brother became a soldier, Sir ! 

And little sister's dead, — 

Baby occasioned me many an aching head, 

Yet would I all, for it, again undergo, 

If I could — I did love it so ! 
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FAUST. 

Twas an angel ! if it resembled thee, 

MARGARET. 

I reared it, and do really think it loved me. 

'Twas bom after my father's death — 

Poor mother was given over ; 

She scarcely drew her breath t — 

And when she did recover 

'Twas so slow, — that there was no chance, d'ye see 

Of her ever suckling poor baby ! 

So I brought it up— alone, 

With milk and water ^it seemed my own ! 

In my lap it used to smile and coo ! — 
lively and £iir the little darling grew. 

FAUST. 

Pure joy, was then pure duty's dower ! 

MARGARET. 

Yet have I had — ^many a weary hour. — 

The cradle stood by my bed-side, 

So if baby moved or eried, 

I instantly awoke — ^and sat up, — 

Took baby to me, and fed it from a cup ; — 

If it woidd not be Mied — ^from my bed I rose. 

And paced about the room, tili it chose to doze. 

Yet by day-break was I at the tub washing — 

Then out marketing — ^then dinner cooking ; 

And ever on, the same, — as to-day so to-morrow ! — 

I've had you see, my hours of toil and sorrow, 

But food and rest were sweeter for the working. 

They pass on. 
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MARTHA. 

Poor women have a hopeless game to play, 
Who would lead old-bachelor hearts away. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

But such an one as you, 

Might change my mind, and actions too ! 

MARTHA. 

To the point — ^is there not somewhere^ a pretty somehody ? 
Is your heart still unpledged, and at liberty ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The proverb says, " Own hearth and wife, 
" Are the Orient pearls and gold of life." 

MARTHA. 

I mean, did you ne'er feel the tender passion ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I have been well received at every Station. 

MARTHA. 

I should have said : did never maid your love provoke ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

One should not with the fair, — ^in love-aflfairs, love-joke. 

MARTHA. 

Dear me, you do not understand ! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Sorry for that — now mind ! 
Thus much I do understand — y ou are passing kind ! 

They pass on. 
FAUST. 

You knew me then again, angelic maiden ! 
Soon as I stept within the garden. 

MARGARET. 

Did you not mark it by my downbent eyes ? 

FAUST. 

And dost forgive me the abrupt surprise ? 
I mean on the evening I was so impertinent 
As to accost you, when from church you went. 

MARGARET. 

Such a surprise I never had before ! 

None can say naughty things of me I'm sure. — 

" Ah," thought I, " did he in thy manner or walk 

" See boldness — or aught wrong in thy dress remark? 

" For he seemed to think, that but little eonversation 

" With such a girl, sanctioned negociation." 

Yet must I own — even at that moment 

I feit towards you kindly sentiment ; — 

Ne'ertheless I was angry with myself, and pettish too, 

Sooth, because I eould not feel, more vex'd with you. 

FAUST. 

Lovely one ! 
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MARGARET, looking stedfastly at aflawer. 
Let me try ! 

She plucks an Aster, the petals of which she picks off very circumspecüy 

one by one, muttering sometliing. 

FAUST. 

Wilt make a nosegay ? 

MARGARET. 

No ! Im fortune-telling. 

FAUST. 

How? 

MARGARET. 

Youll laugh at me — so go away ! 

She continues to twitch the petals, still saying something to herseif. 

FAUST. 

What dost mutter ? 

MARGARET, half loud with each leaf. 

He loves thee ! — ^he loves thee not ! 

FAUST. 

Heayenly countenanee ! 

MARGARET continuifig^ 

Intently expecting the result. 

Loves thee ! — ^not ! loves thee ! — ^not ! 

PuUing off the last petal with exclamatioD. 

He loves me ! 



[il 
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PAUST. 

I 

Aye, feir maid !— oh may the Aster's sympathy 

Be to US the will of heaven! — indeed, I do love thee! — 

Dost understand the meaning of — He loves thee S 

He takes both her hands in bis. 

MARGARET, wtth tremoT. 
I fear to understand ! 

FAUST. 

Oh tremble not ! — ^but let this look, this pressure 

Of my hands more truly, and eloquently say 

What is that passion, which is beyond the power of words 

to eonvey ! 
That languishing sensibility ! — ^that holy rapture ! 
Lasting ! etemal ! — ^that which can know no end — 
Everlasting ! whose end would be madd'ning dismay. 
No, no end ! — ^no end ! 

Margaret squeezes bis bands, and nins away. He Stands in thougbt a 

moment, and tben follows ber. 

MARTHA, advancing. 
The night draws on. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

We must home again ! 

MARTHA. 

I would beseech you longer to remain 
Were not this such a slandering place, 
Tis here^ as if no mortal had to do. 



164 FAUST. 

Or occupatio!! to pursue, 

Save only to gape, and neighbours' footsteps trace. 
However circmnspect one is — they still will talk ! 
But where are our tuille-doves ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Flown up the walk, 
like wanton butterflies ! 

MARTHA. 

He see!ns inclined to her ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

As she to him — ^'tis the way of the world, neighbour. 
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A SUMMER HOUSE. 



Margaret comes runniag in — ^hides berself behind the door, places ber 
foie-finger to her Ups, and peeps durough the crack. 

MARGARET. 

He's Coming ! 

FAUST ^ters. 

You little rogue, so wouldst teaze me ? 
What ! — I have caught thee ! 

He kisses her. 

MARGARET, 

Thiowing her arms round his neck, retums the kisa. 

Worthiest of men ! from my heart I love thee ! 

Mephistopheles knocks. 

FAUST stamping. 



Who's there ? 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A good friend ! 

FAUST. 

A brüte ! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

'Tis time to say adieu ! 

MARTHA, at the door. 
'Tis getting late, Sir ! 

FAUST to MARGARET. 

May I accompany you ? 

MARGARET. 

My mother would farewell ! 

FAUST. 

Must I then go? 

Farewell ! 

MARTHA. 

Good bye. 

MARGARET. 

Until we meet again, adieu ! 

Exeunt Faust and Mephistophelbs. 
MARGARET. 

Gracious me ! how can a single head 
Contain the things that he has said ! 
Flushed to the eyes, like a stock I stood. 
And said to all he said, but Yes, Sir ! good ! — 
Am but a simple, ignorant girl,— 
Don't understand why he likes me so well 1 



WOOD AND CAVERN. 



FAUST alane, 

Great Spirit ! thou gav'st me — gavest me all 
That I did ask of thee. — 'Twas not without result 
That thou in flame didst manifest thy presence.— 
Thou gavest me, splendid Nature, for a kingdom ! 
With power to feel, and to enjoy her beauties. 
No cold astounding view, didst thou vouchsafe ; 
But kind indulgence, to dive deeply 
Into the recesses of her treasury — 
As into the bosom of a firiend to gaze, and all behold \ 

The living thou didst make to pass in files before me, — 

And didst teach me to know as relatives, 

My brethren of the silent groves, the air and water ! — 

When the Storm did madden, roar, and crash 

In the woods — and the giant Fir, uprent, 

Did in its fall rip off the neighbouring boughs, 

And crush the sapling stems, making the earth to shake, 

And the hüls trembling teil of the pond rous blow 

In hoUow groans ! — then didst thou lead me 

To the sheltering cave, show'dst me myseli^ 

And didst reveal to me mysterious wonders 
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Deeply in my bosom lodged — ^till then unknown ! — 
And did the silv'ry Moon, rise on my sight 
With soothing influence, — then did float before me, 
From rocky heights and swampy brake, 
The hoary Forms, of ages long passed by, 
Calming my fervent thirst for contemplation. 

Ah me ! already do I feel that erring man 

Can nothing to perfection know ! — ^but Thou didst give me 

With this delight, that brought me near, 

And nearer to the Gods, — a companion ! 

One ! whom I find I cannot do without, 

Although bis cold, insulting presence maketh me 

To feel debas6d even to myself ! 

Who, with a breath changes thy glorious gifts, 

To nothingness ! — 

Who fans in my bosom, with satanic art, 

A raging fire for yon angelic fonn. — 

Thus, do I reel from lusting, to enjoyment ; 

And in enjoyment, languish with desire. 

Mephistopheles etUen. 
MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Hast thou not had of this^ almost enough ? 
How canst thou such-like life so long pursue ? 
'Tis well for once, to try romantic stuflF, 
Then go with zest to something new ! 

FAUST. 

Would THOU hadst something eise to do, 
Than incommode me on a qniet day. 



FAUST. 169 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Why quiefs the very thing'I wish you! — 
Darest thou in eamest so-what say ? — 
In a comrade so uncourteously insane, 
I've little, Sir, to lose* 
All day it seems Im occupied in vain ? — 
What do to pleascf — from what refrain — 
One can t divine by your honour s nose ! 

FAUST. 

Admirable ! — 'tis to the very cadence — 
He would have thanks for an impertinenee ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

How hadst thou — miserable clod of clay ! 

Lived without me this many a day ? — 

From the stränge crincum-crancums of thy fency 

I tbought thee cured of a constancy : — 

Had it not been for me, from the earth-ball 

Thou hadst marched oflF ere this — gown, cap and all !-^ 

What business hast thou in cavem, or rock-cleft, 

To be moping, like an owl bereit ? — 

Trom moss, and dripping crag to be sucking 

Like a toad, foggy purveyance in ? 

O worthy pastime ! — gladness almost divine ! — 

Faith the D. D. still sticks in that head of thine. 

FAUST. 

Didst thou comprehend the fresh life-energy 
That such like desert-wanderings give to me — 
Or only surmise the pure soul-quiet they convey, 
Thou wouldst fiendishly chase my joy away. 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Doubtless, it is a super-human enjoyment 

To be seeking midst night and dews, hill cantonment ! — 

To be clutching heaven and earth, with holy rapture 

And pride-swelling thyself to a godlike stature ! — 

To be science-digging into the marrow of the earth, 

Crowding into thy bosom the whole " six days" birth, 

And by upstart power, enjoying I know not what delight! 

Then self-flowing into all — qut of sight 

Is fettering mortality ! — 

And then the high intuition 

With action. 

Th^-t leads, I say not how to fruition. 

FAUST. 

Shame on thee ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

So, that puts him out ! 
Sooth, he is politely-right to cry, for shame 
Since it is not etiquette to name 
To chaste ears, what chaste hearts can't do without. 
Far be it from me to gnidge him the pleasure 
Of self-deception, if so he*d use his leisure : 
But he'll not keep up that lunatic game ! — 
Already surfeited well nigh, — 
Remains he longer by the same, 
In ^. fever ^ hell bid the world good-bye. 
But enough of that ! — Your pretty deary's sitting 
Alone at home — sighing and fretting ; 
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Her mind stedfastly fixt on thee, admits of no abstraction ; 

Verily the girl loves you to distraction ! — 

At th^ outset your passion biirst all bounds you know, 

like to a mountain torrent when dissolves the snow, — 

Which on her heart you tumed o erwhelnungly. 

Yet now is the swoUen streamlet dog-day dry ! 

Methinks instead of holding court 'mongst Oak and Fir, 

Twould be rauch better, high and mighty Sir ! 

To let that little playfid monkey prove 

How worthily, you can reward her love. 

Time, for certain hangs heavily on her hands ;— 

At her window the love-sick virgin Stands 

Watching the clouds pass o'er the city walls. 

" Were I a little bird," so goes her song 

The night through — ^and all day long ! — 

Merry a minute — ^then into grief she falls ; 

Anon comes on a crying and sobbing bout — 

And then a calm ; — faith she appears to me 

To be o'er head and ears in love with thee ! 

FAUST. 

Snake ! Serpent ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Even so ! — that I thee circumvent. 

FAUST. 

Get thee behind me ! — ^madman! 
And name not again that guileless maiden, — 
Nor dare to fan desire for her too lovely person 
In one ! already half bereit of reason. 
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MEPHISTOPUELES. 

Why this tirade ? — she thinks thee false and flown, 
Which half and half thou art — ^thyself must own ! 

FAUST. 

I'm i' th' neighbourhood ! — yet were I fiirther 
I never could forget — ^would ne'er abandon her ! 
Oh I do envy the hody of the Lord she worships, 
When touched by her sweet Ups ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Bravo, my fiiend ! and I've long grudg'd thee, those 
Snow-white twins, that pant beneath the Rose ! 

FAUST. 

Begone ! lewd pander ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Beautiful ! I smile, whilst thou dost slander ! 

The God, who first did lad and lass create, 

Soon saw that th' noblest passion would consociate, — 

So willed for them th' pleasant site of pleasure. 

Away with your scruples ! — 'tis a mighty woe, for sure !- 

Now ought you to be entering your darling's Chamber, 

Not seeking amidst thick vapours, death's long slumber. 

FAUST. 

What are celestial joys compared with her embrace ? 
Would that on her warm bosom I might solace! — 
Do I not ceaselessly endure her keen distress ? — 
Yet am I not the fiigitive ? — the houseless ? 
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The inhuman monster — aimless, and roaming ? 

Who like to an Alpine cataract, — foaming 

From rock to rock, seeks but a deep abyss to find ? — 

Whilst sidewards she, with childish unsuspicious mind 

Has fixt her dwelling on the mountain's narrow ledge, 

Where the whole stock of her first housewifery combin'd — 

Her all, her little world ! she thinks secure within her 

cottage ! 
And I, the heaven-hated, the rejected ! not satisfied 
To grasp the rocks — and mighty crags of adamantine, 
Crush by my force, or raging hurl aside, — 
But I must seek her calm retreat to undermine. — 

Hell ! thou willest it ! the Holocaust be thine !— • 

Help Devil ! — shorten the perplexity ! 
What must be done, — ^were well done quickly ! 
Upon my single head, be her transgression, — 
Mine be the penalty — mine the perdition ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

So, thou art lighted up again — ^again inflamed ! 
In then, and comfort her, thou fool — for shame ! — 
When such weak heads the upshot cannot see, 
They fency death alone can solve the mystery. 
The brave are conquerors evermore. — 
Thou didst display some devil heretofore ! — 
I nothing in the world, so mawkish find, 
As a would-be Devil, — with a wavering mind. 
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MARGAREPS CHAMBER. 



MARGARET, 

Sitting at her spinning-wheel. 

My quiet is gone, 
My heart it is sore ; 
'Twill never retum, 
No, — ^never more. 

When he is from here, 
All's tomb-like and dree, 
The joys of the world 
Are gall6d for me. 

My poor simple head 
Is madden d with pain, 
And my opening mind 
Is snapped in twain. 

My quiet is gone, 
My heart it is sore ; 
Twill never return, 
No, — never more. 

For no one but him 
From my casement I gaze, 
Tis only for him 
The latchet I raise. 
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His gracefiil step, 
His noble size, 
His smiling Ups, 
His powerfiil eyes, 

His courteous speech 
Like magical lute, 
His tender pressure, 
And all ! his salute ! 

My quiet is gone, 
My heart it is sore ; 
'Twill never retum, 
No — never more. 

My bosom love-yeams 
Towards bim alone. 
O dared I to clasp bim, 
And call bim my own ! 
And caress bim 
As fondly I wonld, 
And witb bis warm kisses 
Droop, sweeüy subdued ! 



MARTHA'S GAKDEN. 



Maroaret^ — Faust. 
MARGARET. 

Do promise me, Henry ! 

FAUST. 

All that I can ! 

MARGARET. 

How dost thou towards Religion feel inclined ^ 
Thou art at heart a tmly worthy man ! 
Yet do I fear, faith does not guide thy mind. 

FAUST. 

Spare me, fair child ! thou feelest that I love thee ; 
For my beloved, Fd hazard soul and body ; — 
I would not rob another of his church and faith ! 

MARGARET. 

That's not enough — "thou must believe" it saith. 

FAUST. 

Must? 
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MARGARET. 

Would that I pioußly, could sway thy sentiments ! 
Thou dost not honour, I fear — the holy Sacraments ? 

FAUST. 

I do respect them. 

MARGARET. 

Aye, but without a wann desire I ween ; 
To Mass, nor to Confession, hast thou long time been. 
Dost thou believe in God ? 

FAUST. 

Dearest ! who shall dare the assertion, 
I do believe in God ? 

Philosopher, or priest, thou may'st question. 
And their reply to thee, — 
Will seem a mockery ! 

MARGARET. 

Then thou dost not believe "? 

FAUST. 

Mistake me not, bland creature ! 

Who dares to fix on Him ! — a Name ? 

Or who proclaim ; — 

In Him, I do believe? — 

Who feels, 

And perils 

Not to say — I disbelieve ? — 

The ALI/-ENCOMPASSER ! — 
The ALL-SUSTAINER ! — 

2a 
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Does He not hold and uphold 

Thee, Me, Himself ? 

Does not high heaven a mighty arch unfold ? 

And does not the Earth to its centre hold ? 

Do not the stars etemally 

With gladd'ning aspect rise, and canopy ? 

Do not I view thee eye to eye ? — 

And does not all we hear, and feel, and see, 

Press on thine head and heart, mysteriously ? 

And weave in undiminished secrecy 

Invisible, — around thee visibly ? — 

Draw from those sources, tili thine heart o'erflow with bliss, 

Capacious as it is ! 

And when thoa art lost in admiration, 

And holy adoration ! 

Then call it what you list — 

Joy ! Heart ! Love ! God ! — I wist 

No Name to invoke ! 

Sensation ! is all in all. — 

Name is but sound and smoke, 

Heaven's genial glow to cloak. 

MARGARET. 

That is all beautifiil ! and well to know ; 
Our Parson nearly teils us so, 
But differently expressed. 

FAUST. 

In every place beneath the Light of day, — 
In every heart, it is the lay, — 
In every language 'tis confess'd : — 
Then wherefore not in mine ? 
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MARGARET. 



When I so hear, I better things opine,- 
But still those matters are awry ; — 
Thou dost lack Christianity ! 



FAUST. 



Dearest child ! 



MARGARET. 



To See 



It long hath given me pain, 
thee such companionship retain. 



FAUST. 

How so ? 

MARGARET. 

He ! that thou'st with thy friendship invested, 
Is from my inmost soul detested ; 
Nothing in my short life did ere impart, 
So dire a stab to my poor heart, 
As that man's loath^ countenance ! 

FAUST. 

Fear not Am, lovely innocence ! 

MARGARET. 

His presence chills and curdles my heart's blood, — 
Ere this, towards every human being I feit sisterhood ; 
Yet ardently as I desire to gaze on Thee, 
I feel a deadly shudder, when that man I see. 
Besides, I hold he has a roguish leer ! 
God's pardon — if my judgment's too severe ! 
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FAUST. 

Even of such Coots as he — iß this wide world productive, 

MARGARET. 

I would not with his like one moment live ! — 

Does he o'erstep the threshold of our door 

He sneers, — and scans me o'er and o er, 

Half rancorously — 

Oh one can see he takes no kindly part in you or me, — 

'Tis written on his forehead 

That he has no soul ever loved, or honour6d. 

Upon thy arm, 

I feel so free, so confident, so warm ! 

Yet does his presence, cramp my innermost. 

FAUST. 

Prophetie angel ! — cherish not distrast. 

MARGARET. 

Oh it doth overpower my spirits fearfiiUy ! 

For be we where we may, if he appear 

I feel aflFection cool, towards thee. — 

I cannot in his presence hreathe a prayer ! 

And that is like a canker at my heart. — 

Thou must feel the same, Henry ! — at least in part. 

FAUST. 

Thou hast imbibed antipathy ! 

MARGARET. 

I must away. 



FAUST. 
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FAUST. 



Ah, when shall be for me 
An hour of confidence with thee, 
When breast with breast, and soul with soul agree ? 



MARGARET. 



Would that I slept alone, and nnobserved, 
Fd leave the holt unshot this night ! — 
Poor mother's sleep is very light, — 
Were I to be by her discovered, 
I shoTild expire of shame — on the spot ! 



FAUST. 



Angel ! thou need'st not dread such upshot — 
Let but thy mother seven little drops 
From this small phial in her night-drink take, 
And a deep sleep her every sense envelops. 

MARGARET. 

What woiüd I not — for thy dear sake ? 
I hope it will not serUmsly affect her ? 

FAUST. 

Would it ! — dost think that I would be the projector ? 

MARGARET. 

I look upon thy face — and caution's gone ! — 

I know not what it is that draws me to y ou ? 

So much for thee I've done, 

That little now remains to do. [Exit. 
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Mephistopheles enters. 
MEPHISTOPHELES. 

So the young monkey's ofiF ! 

FAUST. 

And I again espionized? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I have elaborately understood 

How the leam'd Doctor has been catechised ! — 

'Tis to be hoped 'twill do him good. 

Green girls about their Sparks^ are often agonized 

To know if theyll prove pure, and pliant i' th' old way, 

And think if now they flinch they'U foUow well for aye. 

FAUST. 

Monster ! dost thou not see 

That that pure lovely soul 

Is under her feith's controul, — 

Which spiritually 

Imparting happiness to her — ^to her cost 

She quails, lest him she loves be lost. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thou super-sensitive, most sensual wooer! — 
A girl nose-leads the mighty-doer ! 

FAUST. 

Of filth and fire, base-bom homonymy ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And then, her masterly skill in physiognomy ! — 
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In my presence, she feels she knows not how, or why ! 
And my visage too— prognosticated lurking evil — 
Thought that I might be one of the Genii, — 
Perchance the very Devil? — 
Well but to-night ? 

FAUST. 

What's that to thee ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Do I not take an interest in your felicity ? 



THE PUBLIC WELL. 



Margaret and Lizzy with their Pitchers. 

LIZZY. 

Hast nothing heard about Barbara, Margery ? 

MARGARET. 

Not a Word — I seldom now go out. 

LIZZY. 

It is all true, Sybilla told me so to-day ! 

She's got finely befooVd at last, by gadding about. 

All brought on hersdf, by aping forsooth my lady ! 

MARGARET. 

How so ? 

LIZZY. 

Beshrew ! 
When now she eats and drinks, she victuals two. 

MARGARET. 

Alas! alas! 

LIZZY. 

She's but rightly served, O it was sure to foUow, 
You know how she has dangled after the fellow ! 
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Marry-come-up ! — ^there was rare promenading, 
Country junketing — and dancing-booth parading, — 
Every where, who but she at the top must be — 
Must be sweet-hearted forsooth, with wine and pastry ! 
Fancied herseif handsome, — for her beauty &med, 
And was so wanton (it's hardly fit to be named) 
As to take from him presents ! — and not be ashamed. 
Then followed such romping — and such slubbering ; 
That snap went the flower ! — and now its all blubbering. 

MARGARET. 

Foor thing ! 

LIZZY. 

And you forsooth must pity her ! — 
When we from our spuming-wheels dared hardly stir, 
And at bed-time might not remain down stairs, 
Was She and her spart whispering love aflFairs 
Either on the door-bank, or in some dark walk, — 
The hour was never long enough for their talk. 
Marry ! but sheTl hob now, if any one greet, — 
Doing church penance, in a white sheet ! 

MARGARET. 

But of course he'll make her his wife ? 

LIZZY. 

He'd be a precious fool ! no, no, so lissome a lad 
Is not yery likely to lead a humdrum life. 
Besides he's oflF already ! 

MARGARET. 

That is very sad ! 
2b 
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LIZZY. 

Should she get him, — ^it shan't be the better for her ! 

The boys shall tear the garland from her head. 

And chaff before her door we'll spread. [£a?iY. 

MARGARET, retumtng homeward. 

How harshly have I — ^when poor maiden did err ! 

Against the sin, and the sinner railed— 

Even tili my tongue for epithets failed ! 

What all too black appeared — I blacken'd more, 

Ne'er thinking black enough the garb sin wore ! 

I did extol myself — feit arrogant within — 

Yet now am victim of the self-same sin ! 

But truly, all that has led to my imdoing, 

Has been such sweet ! such tender wooing ! 






OÜTSIDE OF THE TOWN JAIL. 



In a deep niche in the waU is a devotional Image of the Mater Dolorosa; at 
her feet small jarB, — with flowers in them, which Margaret replaces by 
freshones. 

MARGARET. 

Bend, holy Mother ! 
Mother ! rieh in sorrow, 
Thine eyes on my distress ! 

Pierced is thine heart 

With agonizing smart, 

For thy Son's death-progress ; 

To God ! thy father and firiend, 
Thine eyes, and sighs ascend, 
For Thine, and His distress. 

Who can be aware, 

How anguish and despair 

O'erwhelm me ? 

What my poor heart aflfrights, 

What it trembles at — invites — 

Is known to only Thee ! 
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Wheresoe'er I go, 

Grief, and pain, and woe, 

My bosom rake ! 

Am I alone — 

I sigh, and sob, and moan, — 

My heart will break ! — 

The crockß before my window 
With my tears I did bedew, 
As this moming very early 
I pluck'd these flowers for You. 

Ere yet the mom's first radianee, 
Had through my lattice sped, 
Wom out by midnight wailings, 
Isatupinmybed. 

Help ! rescue me from In&my — 
And death ! — ^incline 
Thy countenance divine — 
Heavenly mother ! 
Mother ! rieh in sorrow, 
Graciously upon, Me. 



k 



Night. 
STREET, BEFOBB MAKGARET'S DOOR. 



VALENTINE, 
A Soldier, Maroabet's brother. 

When I've so sat at a boosdng bout, 

Where many a braggadocio stout 

Has loudly praised some girl, — 

As though she were the pearl 

Of beauty— in cups o'erflowing! 

How have I not snugly sat — elbowing 

The table, and laughing in my sleeve 

To hear the fellows brag and deceive. — 

Then my beard down striping 

I have taken a bumper in band. 

And Said, " Every man to bis liking ! " 

^^ But is there one throughout the land 

" Idke to Margery ! or fit 

" To hold a candle to my Margaret T — 

^^Good! good!" clink, dank! the glasses go, 

Then did our chaps shout out, " He's right ! we know 

" She is her sex's omament ! " 

And all the swaggering blades were silent. — 

But now ? O, 'tis enough to make one tear one's hair. 

And dash one s head against the wall — 

To be with jibes, and sneer, and stare, 

Greeted by all ! 
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Now must I like a mean ciüprit, hang my head 
Fearfol of every word that's said ;— 
Even were I to challenge every rascal, 
Not one of them coiüd I " a Liar" call. — 

But who are Coming ? — some sneakers draw near ! 
If my sight errs not — ^two there are. 
Shoiüd HE be one ? — ITl show his hide some play ! 
Zoimds ! with his life, he shoiüd not get away. 

Bnier Faust and Mephistophelbs. 
FAUST. 

How, from the casement of yon Sacristy, 
The ever-buming lamp shines glimmenngly, — 
More feint each moment — ^now, so flickeringly. — 
How darkness closes in, as fedes the light. — 
Even so it is with me ! in my breast all is night. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

With me all is, — as it is with the love-sick tom cat, 

That's long the city-ladders crawling, 

To gain the wall top, — ^there with some puss to chat !• 

Yet am I virtuously inclined in my calling — 

That being only theft, and caterwauling ! 

Walpurgis night, it is that hamits my brains, 

Running like wildfire through my veins ! 

The evening after to-morrow, is th' anniversary feast ; 

Then will be fim — ^worth waking for at least ! 

FAUST. 

The treasure must be rising — I declare 
I See a lambent flame out there ! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 



Soon, very soon, shalt have the pleasure 
To touch the brazen-pot of treasure ; — 
I took a peep into 't, not long ago. 
The LiON-DOLLARS did glisten so ! 



FAUST. 



What ? is there no omamental 'tire ! — ^no ring ! 
Such as my charming girl would grace ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now I bethink me on't, I did see something, 
That did appear, like to a pearl-neeklace. 

FAUST. 

'Tis well ! — ^for I should much lament 
To Visit her, with nothing to present ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

This time, shalt have no cause to fret 
'Bout bliss — and giving nothing for it ! 
And as the heavens beam glowing stars, 
111 do a something pretty for her ears ; — 
in sing her a purely, sentimental song, 
That her in&tuation prove more strong. 

. SiBgB, with g^tar accompaniment "^ 

Ah what dost thou here ? 
Thy lover's door near, 
O Katty ! Katty dear 
Ere sun is up ! — good lack ! 
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Listen to what I say ! 
Thou'dst better keep away — 
Hell let thee in, for aye 
A maid — ^not so go back. 

Then prithee, have a care ! 
Before thou art aware, 
Mayst say good night for e'er 
To virtue if you linger — 
If thou thyself dost love 
No secresy approve, 
Even in love — sly love ! 
Till ring is on thy finger. 

VALENTINE cnters. 

By all the elements ! what's brought ye here ? 
AccursM brace of foul Rat-catchers ! 
First then — ^to Hell with the squeaking gear ! 
And then to the Devil — ^with th' body snatchers ! 

Attacke them violeDtly. 
MEPHISTOPUELES. 

The Cithem's broke ! the fellow's wilder getting ; 

VALENTINE. 

And now for a bout, at numskull-splitting ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES tO FAUST. 

Doctor ! no flinching — bravely to the work ! 
111 back thee up ! — so, forwards go ! 
Out with th' Toledo toasting-fork 
And lunge ! — FU parry off his blow. 



4. 
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VALENTINE. 



Then parry that ! 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That — ^why not ? 

VALENTINE. 



And that ! 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Certainly ! 

VALENTINE. 

I think the fellow's hell begot ! 
How is all this ? — my arm is paralysed ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES tO FAUST. 

Lunge! lunge! 

VALENTINE falls. 

Oh! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now is the scoundrel tranquillised ! 
From this place we must disappear, — 
Already, the "hue and cry " I hear. 
I can jack-o'-th'-lantern-it, with th' Police, 
But with the Blood-avengers, I've no voice. 

MARTHA, from her window. 

Help ! help there ! 

2c 
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MARGARET, fvmi her wifidow. 
Here ! here let the light be brought. 

MARTHA, as before. 
They raiFd, and cuflF'd, and brawl'd, and fought. 

THE PEOPLE. 

Here lies some one in extremity ! 

MARTHA, Coming out 
Are the murderers gone ? 

MARGARET, COmifig OUt. 

Alas !— who feil ? 

THE PEOPLE. 

Thy mother's son ! 

MARGARET. 

What a heavy calamity ! 



VALENTINE. 

I die ! — that's soon said — 

But 'twas 8ooner done. 

Why do the women bawl and shake the head ! 
Let them approach — my sand is nearly run. 

They all dmw near. 

See here my Margery ! thou art still young. 
And art not skilled in worldly right and wrong, 
Therefore thou managest thy matters badly. — 
I teil thee, but it is in confidence — 
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That thou art a Wanton ! most assuredly ; 
So be thou one — without pretence. 

MARGARET. 

My brother ? O God, what do I hear ? 

VALENTINE. 

Keep God's holy name out of the affair ! 

What's done — cannot be undone — 

Such matters take their course when once begun. 

Thou dost commence with one in privacy, 

Anon come many suitors to thee — 

And hast thou once a dozen known, 

Then art thou th' harlot of the to wn. 

When Shame first sees the light, 

Quite Beeret is the midwifery ; — 

One draws o'er her the veil of night, 

Shrouding her physiognomy, 

And purposed is — ^infantieide. 

But once grown-up, she casts the veil aside, 

And walks unseemly bare by day 

Her feded beauties to display ! — 

The more the wanton-one, becomes ^fright ! 

The more she haunts the broad-day light. 

Methinks I see the time come on, 
When every honest Burgher's son 
Will shun thee, like to a putrid corse ! 
And tread aside that the Drah may pass ! — 
Thine heart its throbbing will suspend 
Should any look thee in the face, — 
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No chain shall more thy bosom grace — 

Shalt no more near thealtar bend! 

No more in ruflf of Brüssels point 

In Ball-room or Assembly flaunt ! — 

But be in some dank dreary corner, 

'Mongst cripples and beggars, a silent moumer. 

Even should kind heaven ! pity thy condition, 
Thou'it feel on earth — ^the malediction ! 

MARTHA. 

Commend thy soul for mercy to thy God ! 
Wouldst add vile slander to thy sinfid load ? 

VALENTINE. 

Would I could clutch thy parched body, 
Thou brazen, pandering, lump of bawdry ! 
O, such a sin-atoning deed Td do — as would 
Propitiate my God ! 

MARGARET. 

My brother — Oh ! oh ! — what misery ! 

VALENTINE. 

No, no, — let there be no tears Margery ! — 

When THOU from honour's path didst go, 

Then had my heart the fatal blow. — 

I joumey through the sleep of death from here, 

To God — ^a Soldier ! — without fear. [Dies. 
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THE DOM CHÜRCH. ' 
Semce — Organ and Anthem. 



Margaret amongst the worshippers. — ^The £vil Spirit Stands behind her, 

and ^hispeis in her ^ar. 

THE EVIL SPIRIT. 

How diflFerent was it with thee Margery, 

When füll of innocency 

Before the altar thou didst bend, 

And out of thy thumbed breviar 

Didst lisp thy prayer, — 

Half childish sport, 

Half God in thine heart ! — 

Margery ! 

Where are thy wits ? 

In thine heart 

What misdeed ? 

Dost pray for thy mother's soul ? who through thee 

Sleeps the long sleep — to awake in purgatory ! — 

On thy door-sill, whose blood is that? 

And below thine heart 

Does not something move and start, 

Thee and itself afflicting, 

With its presence — ill foreboding ? 



198 FAUST. 

« MARGARET. 

Woe ! woe is me ! 

Oh were I from such sad thoughts free, 
As shoot with agonizing pain 
Thorough my hrain. 

THE CHOIR. 

9wi trae, tiim illa 
Wölbet H&tclwn in fabtda. 

The Organ sounds. 
THE EVIL 8PIRIT. 

Horror seizes thee ! 
The trumpets sound ! 
The graves lahour ! 
And thy heart, 
From the silent dust 
For fiery pains must 
Be refashion'd — 
And quicken'd ! 

MARGARET. 

Would I were away ! 
I feel as did the organ 
Feed on my hreath, — 
The music hath unstrung 
My heart. 

THE CHOIR. 

9u)le>' ergo cum MAU, 
(SttttquÖf laut aTTpatebit, 
Sil tntittum temaiubit. 
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MARGARET. 

I feel SO pent ! — 
The columns 
Hem me in ! — 
The vaultings 
Press on me ! — air ! 

THE EVIL SPIRIT. 

Hide thee ? — ^sin and shame 
Cannot be hidden. — 
Air?— Light ^?— 
Woe, awaits thee ! 

THE CHOIR. 

(Quiü i^um milder tunc Hutarud ? 
®uem patronuin vosatunts? 
Cum bi|: juiituii fSit Httami. 

THE EVIL SPIRIT. 

The Saints avert their fitces 

From thee. — 

The Pure shudder, 

And withdraw their hands. 

Woe! 

THE CHOIR. 
MARGARET. 4 

Neighbour ! thy phial ! 

She swoons. 



WALPÜRGIS NIGHT, OR MAY-DAY EVE. 



The Hartz MountainB, in the neighbourhood of tfae villages Schirke 

and Elend. 

Faust. — Mephistopheles. 
MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Dost thou not yeam for a broomstick ! to bestride ? — 

I wish I had a tougb he-goat to ride. 

This patbway leads us wide of what's desired. 

FAUST. 

So long as I feel heart-whole and my legs not tired^ 
So long, on my be&iending staff will I confide ; — 
Where'ß the good of short'ning a pleasant way ? — 
To wander about the mazes of the vale, 
And then these rocky heights to scale, 
From which bright rills, in gentle cataracts play, — 
Such are the spiceries that cheer the traveller's sense !- 
Behold ! the genial Spring the birchen leaf renews — 
And even the sombre Fir proclaims its influence ; 
May it not also re-invigorate our thews ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I nothing of its genial fisivour know, 
Within me all is wintry/mÄ ,• 
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Wouid that my path were carpeted with snow. — 
How moumfiilly ascends th' imperfect disk 
Of the red moon ! with imitative glow, 
lighting so faintly, that with every stride 
One runs 'gainst craggy point or tree ! 
Shall I, a WUW-th'-Whisp provide ? 
There skips one — glaring right lustily, — 
Holla my friend ! dare I your dodging stay ? 
Why waste your flambeau uselessly away ? — 
Come here, and light us up this ravine's arching. 

will-o'-th'-whisp. 

With reverence, Sir, I purpose to be able, 
To make my lighter nature move more stable ; 
But zigzag, is our usual style of marching ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

How? does he think to play man's humbug game — 
Straight forward I say ! i' th' Devil's name ! 
Or I will puff his flickering life-spark out. 

will-o'-th'-whisp. 

That you are Master here I have no doubt ! — 

I will endeavour, Sir, to do your pleasure ; — 

But pray reflect ! that all is magic-mad to-night ! 

And since you've chose Will Whisp ! your path to light, 

His pursuivance, you'U not too nicely measure ? — 

FAUST, MEPHISTOPHELES, and WILL-o'-TH'-WHISP, 

Altemately singing. 

Into the dream-and-magic sphere 
We've advanced, it would appear. 

2d 
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So lead us on with care and spirit, 
That we surmount the upper summit, 
And get the open waste in view. 

Behold, how trees do trees pursue ! 
See how they gallop o'er the scene ! — 
The lofty cliffs do nod I ween, — 
And the crags — gaunt noses sport ! — 
Hark ! how they snore, and how they snort ! 

Twixt the stones, and through the swarding, 
Stream and riU are downward hurrying. 
Hear I a whirlwmd ? hear I lauding ? 
Hear I bless^d bygone singing, 
Such as on that mom the choir 
Chaunted ? — what we hope, — admire ! 
Which echo, like to an olden saying 
On our ears, again is playing. 

Uhu ! Schuhu ! — Owls fly over ! 

Coot, and jay, and crested plover, 

Are ye all so wide awake ? — 

Are those Gnomes that thread the bush ? 

Paunchy long-legs ! see how they rush ! 

And the roots, like wily snake, 

Sally forth from clefts and sands, 

Stretching out fitntastic bands 

To clutch US, and our courage shake ! 

The Masern pushes fibres forth 

Like Polyp' feelers — ^from the earth 

To snare the wanderer ; — and the mice 

Thousand coloured — ^numberless 
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Swann through the moss and through the heath ! — 
And the Glow-worms rise in flights 
With their juggling freakish lights 
To act as guides, to the hordes beneath. 

But teil me prithee if ye know, 
Whether we stop, or onward go ? — 
About me all seems whirling so ! 
Rocks and trees, they cut grimaces, — 
And the Jack-o'-th'-Lantem faces, 
How they multiply ! — and how they blow ! 

MEPHI8TOPHELES. 

Catch hold nimbly of my doublet ! 

Here is a sort of middle-summit, 

From whence you'U see with upraised brows, 

How Mammon through the mountain glows. 

FAUST. 

How strangely through the depths there shines 

A gleam — ^like moming's lowering-red ! 

Even to the clefts, and dark ravines 

Of the abyss, the glow has spread. 

Here vapours — ^there dense smokes arise, — 

And here it glares through the haze o' th' earth, — 

Shrinking anon to a thread-like size, — 

Then gushing like a torrent forth. — 

Now it meanders for a space 

In hundred veins the valley through, 

Till in yon rocky nook's embrace 

They meet — and masse anew, — 
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Hard-by sparks spout ! — like golden sands 
Scattered by the whirlwind's hands. 
But see ! to the mountain's utmost height, 
All glows with an effiilgent light ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Does not Sir Mammon on this feast-fall 
Light up splendidly his Bullion-hall ? 
'Tis well that thou hast witnessed the event, — 
The approach of roystering guests I seent ! 

FAUST. 

Harkee ! there's a hurricane raging aloft ! 
Its gusts on my neck I feel fiirious and oft. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Hold stedfastly by the ribs of the rocks ! 

Or 'twill pitch thee over with one of its shocks. — 

A murky fog thickens the darkness of night. — 

Hark ! the erash in the Woods, proclaims its might,- 

The aflFrighted Owls are all on the wing, 

And the Columns are bending and splintering 

Of the evergreen Palaces ! 

The moaning branches are rent from their places ! 

By the terrible lashings of the taller stems ! 

The roots creak and yawn of the sturdy Elms ! — 

In frightfiil confusion, all 

Over each other fall, 

And through the up-piled-forest's interstices 

The wind howls and hisses. — 

Dost not o'er head stränge voices hear ? 

In the distance ? in the near ? — 
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The whole mountain ridge along 
Streams a boist'rous magic-song. 

wiTCHES, in chorus. 

The witches to the Brocken-hill draw, 
Green's the com, and yellow the stubble-straw. 
All the witch Flights, do there collect, 
And Sir Urian ! sits in the chair of respect. — 
So goes it o'er forest, o'er mountain, and dell, 
The Witch and the He-goat, delectably smell. 

A VOICE. 

Beldam Baubo ! comes alone, and slow, 
Eiding on the back of a brave milch sow ! 

CHORUS. 

Be honour to whom high honour is due ! 
Forwards Dame Baubo ! we'll be led by you. 
'Tis an able-backed swine — our mother's astride, — 
The Witch-Flights follow — behold ! how they ride. 

A VOICE. 

By what way comest thou, fair sister of mine ? 

ANOTHER VOICE. 

Over Ilsenstein ! 
I peep'd at the Owl on her nest — ^the jade ! 
What a pair of great eyes she made ! 

A VOICE. 

O, go to hell ! 
Why ride you so fast — canst teil ? 
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ANOTHER VOICE. 

She has scalded me ! — ^why zounds, 
See here are the wounds ! 

wiTCHES (chorus.) 

The road is long — ^the road is broad, 
What means this crowding of the horde ? 
The pitchforks prick — and the besom Scratches, 
The embryo's choked, and dead the hatch is ! 

WIZARDS (half chorus.J 

We dawdle along, like the shell-housed snail, 
The Witches are all on before, in füll sail. — 
So sure as we're bound to the house of sin ! 
By a thousand paces the women win. 

WIZARDS fthe other half chonts.J 

More easily we such vexations take, — 

A thousand long steps the women may make ; 

But let them hurry with all their might, 

A man s but to leap — and he beats them outright. 

A VOICE (from dbovej 
Come with us, come with us, — ^from Felsensee ! 

voiCES (from below.J 

We wish we could join you, most ardently — 
We wash, and we wash, and are gentle and fair, 
But still everlastingly barren we are. 
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BOTH CHORUSES. 

The winds are hush'd — and the star left its place ! 
The sickly moon hides gladly her face. 
With a whizzing, the magical-chonises spout 
Thousands of spangling-sparks about. 

voiCE (ftom helow.) 
Stop !— Stop !— HoUa !— Ho !— 

voiCE (from ahove.J 
Who calls US so loudly — from the chasm below ? 

VOICE (from belaw.J 

Take me with you ! take me with you ! I teil y ou again ! 
Füll three hundred years IVe up-scrambled in vain, — 
IVe the summit in view, but I can't reach the bound, 
With mine own near a-kin I long to be found. 

BOTH CHORUSES. 

The besom can carry — and so can the stick, — 
The pitchfork and goat, can both do the trick. — 
All they that can't mount, this day to the top, 
Must down in the gulph everlastingly stop. 

HALF-WITCH (heloW.J 

IVe tript on to catch ye long time, O la ! 
Pray how got the others a-head so far ? 
At home IVe no quiet, and verily fear, 
I shan't find myself any better off here. 

CHORUS OF WITCHES. 

Bacy unguents alone, make Witches' nerves strong ! 
With a rag for a sail we scud fleetly along ; 
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For US every trough is a vessel gay ! — 
Those never will fly, who fly not to-day ! 

BOTH CHORUSES. 

And when we have circled the summit around, 
Out flight well suspend, and light on the ground — 
Bedeck we the heather-waste — broad and long, 
With the whole of our Witches and Wizard throng ! 

The Bwann alight. 
MEPHISTOPHELES. 

They jostle, and shove, and rattle — the rabble ! 
They hiss and they whirl, and bustle and gabble ! 
They blaze out and fiz, and bum and scent ! 
This is a veritable Witch-element ! — 
Keep you tight hold ! or away you're rent — 
Why where art thou now ? 

FAUST, front a distance. 
Here ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What so soon out of sight ? — 
Then must I assert my governing right. 
Room ! Sir Voland comes. Boom ! sweet people, room ! 
Doctor, take hold ! — with a bound sans broom, 
Well escape from this gabbling mobbery ; 
Tis even too wild and outrageous for me ! — 
Hard-by is a light of seldomest glare ; 
With magnet-like power, it allures us there — 
Come on ! for those reeds proflFer secrecy. 
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FAUST. 

Spirit of Contradiction, on ! and do thy will,- 
Yet mean I they are far from clever elves ! 
Who wander on May-eve to the Brocken-hill, 
'Mongst reeds and bushes, to hide themselves. 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 



There — ^where those variegated flames are trembling 
Is a right jovial club assembling ; — 
One's not alone — even in Mans Society. 
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Yet high above the Stars I fain would be ! — 
Now do I see a fervent fire and spiral smoke ! — 
To the Evil-place the million stride ; 
There — ^many Riddles will be untied ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And new Enigmas doubt and guess provoke. 

Let the great-world, my friend, pursue its not ! 

Whilst we enjoy ourselves in quiet ; 

For it has long time been beyond debate, 

That in the greater-world — we lesser-worlds create. 

I See yonng nymph-like Witches, hoping for caresses ! 
And old ones prudently in dresses. — 
For my sake, show thyself affectionate, — 
The trouble's small, the fiin interminate. — 
Methinks the sounds of instruments I hear ! 
Such scraping one must leam to bear ! 
But come along ! sooth matters must be so. 

2e 
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To introduce you properly, 111 forwards go 
Enhancing thereby your Obligation. — 
What say'st ? this is no petty-ball-room vexation ! 
Take a good look within ! canst scarcely see the end !• 
From a hundred fires the splendid flames aseend ; 
They dance, and joke, and cook, and drink, and love ; 
Teil me ! dost think there's better sport aboye ? 

FAUST. 

Wilt thou, in thy quality of gentleman usher, 
Appear as Devil, or Sorcerer ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I have of late, assumed ineognito, 
But on a gala-day like this, — my Order show. 
To sport the noble " Garter" Tm not able, — 
Here is the " Horse's-hoof/' right honourable. 

Seest thou yon Snail approaching slow and steady 

With feeling, teleseopic eyes ? — 

She has scented me already ; — 

Even if I would, I cannot here disguise. 

So forwards ! T)out fire and fire well hover, 

ril do the courtly wooer — ^you shall be the Lover. 

To some who are sitting round nearly exhausted exnbeis. 

Old gentlemen, why mope ye and squat out here ? 
To mix with the daneers were praise-worthier— 
Circled by revelry, and youthful riot ! 
At home ye have more than enough of quiet. 
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A GENERAL. 



Who on a Nation's gratitude would trust ! 
Have I not toiled for years in its defence ? — 
Tis with a people, as with woman ! — ever must 
Youth have the preference. 

A MINISTER OF STATE. 

All*s out of tune and revolutional ! 
For the good old bygone-times I shout — 
Those times, — when we were all-in-all ! 
Then was the golden age, beyond a doubt. 

A PARVENÜ. 

And very fex from simpletons were we ! 

Sometimes perehance, we did the thing we should not ! 

Now every thing s tumed topsy-turvy, 

Just when we'd spend in style, our luek-begot. 

AN AÜTHOR. 

Who now a work of Sterling sense 
Will read — or circumspectly con o'er ? 
As for our modern youths ! their arrogance 
Surpasses all that passed of yore. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, 
Who au at once appean reiy aged. 

I find, that since last time I came this way, 
The folk are medlar-ripe for th' " last day.'* 
Even as my^tub begins to run its dregs ; 
So is th' universe— on its last legs. 
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PEDLAR-WITCH. 

Good gentlemen ! I prithee pass not by ! 

Do not neglect this charming opportunity ! 

Examine thoroughly my stock of hardware — 

You'll find each item apt — and very rare. 

And yet is there not any thing in my störe 

That has not had its like before ! 

That has not oft, to the punishment 

Of man and the World, its Service lent. 

There is no Dagger, that life-blood has not quaff'd, 

No Cup, that has not held the scorching 

Health-consuming draught, — 

No Trinket, that's not led to woman s debauching, 

No Sword, that has not severed a covenant, 

Or stabbed in the back an Opponent. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Dear Aunty ! what will'st with such antiquities ? 
Done is past — and past is out of fashion. 
Thou must be trading in Novelties ! — 
After novelties alone — ^is the world's passion ! 

FAUST. 

Zounds, I shall miss my own name presently ! 
This should a sort of yearly fair, or mess6 be ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now, — upwards move the Streaming throng, — 
You think you push — and you are pushed along. 

FAUST. 

Who isthat« 
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MEPUISTOPHELES. 

4 

Mark her well — she's to the life ! 
Lilith is her name. 

FAUST. 

Who? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Adam*s first wife, — 
Be on your guard against her flowing tresses ! 
That Iure, a magic power possesses ; — 
Snares she a Stripling by those charms. 
He escapes not firom her folding arms. 

FAUST. 

Yonder sit two — ^an old, and a young courtezan, — 
They've whirled it bravely since the dance begai]i« 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Why riot is the order of the day. 

The dance begins again — select, and whirl äway. 

FAUST, who dances with the younger. 

Once on a time I had a reverie ! 
I saw methought ! a pretty apple tree — 
Thereon two apples grew — surpassing fair ! 
I &ncied them so much, that I drew near. 

THE YOUNG WITCH. 

Apples, I know you've long thonght nice, 
Even from Eva's sojouming in Paradise ! 
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• 

With thrilling joy, I beg you'd know 
Such apples ! in my garden grow. 

MEPHISTOPHELES, with thc old Otie. 

Once had I, a disgusting dream ; — 
I saw methought, a rended beam ! 
Within, an old Enchantress dwelt, 
Whose face was covered o'er with feit. 

THE OLD WITCH. 

My greetings, and my best approof 
To the gaUant knight of the "Horse's hoof !" 
Let him draw sword, and stand prepared 
To assail th' Enchantress ! if not scared ! 

PROCKTOPHANTASMIST. 

Confounded rabble — ^insolent creation ! 
Have I not proved to a demonstration 
That ghosts ne'er stand on common feet ! when 
Here I find all dance like men ! 

THE YOUNG WITCH, dandng. 
What will that fellow at our ball ? 

FAUST, dancing. 

O he's a sort of meddle-with-all ! 

Sooth every dance he afFects to estimate, 

And does he not each step affectionate, 

Then is that step pronounced a nuisance — 

What grigs him most — ^is when we all advance. 

If in the giddy waltz you turn about, 

As he is wont to do— like an old mill-horse, 
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Then you Ve his sanction and good will of course — 
Most certain, — if you squeeze a flattery out ! 

PROCKTOPHANTASMIST. 

What ! still are ye there ? — this is beyond a joke — 
Vanish I say — we have disabused the folk ! — 
This Devil's pack, break through all rules — ^undaunted ! 
Despite our care and wisdom — a house in Tegel's haunted. 
Years have I warred, to cleanse the human mind 
From ghost delusions — all's been in vain I find ! 

THE YOUNG WITCH. 

Then cease to bring us — tfour vexation« 

PROCKTOPHANTASMIST. 

I teil you Ghosts ! — plump to your faces, 
ni not suecumb to ghostly-domination ; 
My spirit spums such fettering traces ! 

The dancing continues. 

Well, well, — I shan't succeed to-day ! 
So being thus far, 111 make a little-round. — 
Still do I hope before I tum to clay, 
Both Devil and Poet to confound. 

MEPUISTOPHELES. 

Now will he go, and squat him in a ditch — 
The solace most congenial to his fancy ; 
For when the horse-leech guzzles at his breech, 
Then is he cured of ghosts and necromancy ! 

To Faust, who has reüred from the dance« 

What ! hast thou left that sweet girl's Company 
Who whilst you danced warbled such harmony ^ 
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FAUST. 

Why, in the middle of her song — ^in very sooth, 
A red mouse ! sprang from out her mouth ! 

MEPHISTOPUELES. 

And what of that ? — drop squeamishness I pray- 
•t was well the red mouse was not gray ! 
Who'd notice trifles — on a wooing-day ? 



FAUST. 



And then I saw- 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What? 

FAUST. 

Mephisto — dost see the fisw^e 
Of yon fair ehild ? — so pale and wan ! — alone she stands- 
And shufiUng möves from place to place 
As were her feet in fettering bands. — 
I must confess she seems to me 
To bear the fonn of Margery. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

No more of that ! — 'tis an unearthly symbol — 
A magic statue — 'tis lifeless — is an idol ! 
To look upon her face it were not good — 
Her ghastly stare stagnates man's blood, 
Tuming to stone the fools who gaze on her — 
You have heard the story of Medusa ? 
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FAUST. 



Sooth, those are the eyes of one that's dead,— 
The which, no kindred band hath press'd ! — 
That the fond bosom Margaret spread, — 
That the fair body I caress'd. 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Tis sorcery ! — thou rashly misled fool ! — 

T' assume a favoured form, is eonstantly her rule. 

FAUST. 

What rapture ! yet what blighting agonies ! 
I cannot from her glassy glare withdraw mine eyes. 
'Tis passing stränge ! — ^that her so lovely neck 
A Single string of coral beads should deck — 
And tlmt no broader, than th' reverse of a knife ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thou art i' th' right — I see it on my life ! — 
She can carry her head beneath her arm-pit, thus ! 
For it was lopp d off by Perseus. — 
Thine is a voracious lusting for delusion ! — 
Come, let's mix in yonder hiU's confiision, 
There all goes merrily — as on the Prater ; 
And if they Ve not bewitched my visual sense, 
Hard-by there Stands an Amphitheatre ! 

Servibilis enters. 

What are the Sports ? 

SERVIBILIS. 

We're about to recommence. 
2 F 
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Tis a new piece — ^the last of seven d'ye see ; 

Plenty we always give — we are no braggarts ! 

'Twas written by a Dilettante — 

And Dilettanti play the parts. 

Pardon me, gentlemen ! if I disappear, 

Being the Dilettanti-cnrtain-overseer. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That on the Blocksberg you do show your face 
Is well ! — ^it being aptly blockheads* proper place. 



INTERMEZZO. 



WALPUaOIS NIGHT DREAM, 



OR 



OBERON AND TITANIA'S GOLDEN MARRIAGE. 



THE STAGE MACHINIST. 

Come at length is holiday 
For th' working men of Miedings ; — 
Dewy vale, and mountain gray, 
Are scenes for the Proceedings ! 

HERALD. 

That it a golden-marriage be 
Fifty nuptial-years are plight ; 
But if past is bravery ! 
Me, shall th' golden half delight. 

OBERON. 

If Sprites ye be, that round me stand, 
Prove your high worth instanter ! — 
The King and Queen of Fairy-land 
Again with Hymen banter. 
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PUCK. 



Here comes Puck ! who tums about 
Switching bis foot in dancing. 
Behind him foUow a merry rout 
To join in bis pleasancing. 



ARIEL. 



Ariel leads tbe song to-day, 
His voice like magic flute is ; 
Rabble, sootb be lures tbis way,- 
He also lures tbe " beauties." 



OBERON. 



Married folks, wbo would agree, 
Must let otir conduet guide tbem ! — 
If tbey would live rigbt lovingly, 
Tbe best way's to divide tbem. 

TITANIA. 

Fidgets tbe wife, and mopes tbe man. 
So grapple tbem directly, 
Soutbward send her to Indostan, 
And him beyond tbe Wbite-sea. 

ORCHESTRA TÜTTI (fottissimo.) 

Blue Fly's snout, and grey Gnat's nose, 
Witb all tbeir snout relations, — 
Frog and Cricket, — tbey are cbose 
To be tbe cbief musicians ! 
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SOLO. 



Lo ! behold ! here's Doodle-sack ! 

A soapen-bubble Losel ; 

Harkee ! the Snail goes snick-snick-snack 

Through bis snubby nozel. 



EMBRYO GENIUS. 



Paunch of toad, and spider-legs, 
And little wings the Wight bas ! 
Altbough no perfect brüte, he begs 
To charm you with bis stanzas. 

TWIN DANCERS. 

Little Steps, and lofly jumps, 
Through honey-dew and vapours ; 
'Tis true ye trip, and wag your rumps, 
But ye do not cut good capers ! 

INQUISITIVE TRAVELLER. 

These mnst be satire-MASKS ? — 'tis odd ! 
Zounds ! dare I trust my keen eyes, — 
Bland Oberon, the handsome god 
Seen here ! in comely fairy guise ? 

THE ORTHODOX. 

No claws ! nor yet a tail on ? — 
Yet *tis beyond all cavil, 
That as each Greek god was a demon ! 
That ^^-all, is a Devil. 
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A NORTHERN ARTIST. 



What at present I pourtray 
I own is rather sketchy ; 
But I'm for Rome without delay- 
I go by CivitsL-vetchy. 



PURIST. 



Destiny, has brought me here 
'Mongst wantons, so ill 43rdered ! 
Of all this witchcraft-brood I fear 
That only two are powdered. 



A YOÜNG WITCH. 



Powder, like the petticoat, 
Is for you grey old ladies ! 
Therefore unveiled I ride my goat — 
A youthful plump display 'tis. 

A MATRON. 

I've too much breeding, bold-fiswjed Minx ! 
With such as you to callot ; 
Though young and plump, you'U get methinks ! 
Anon, the speedy diy-rot. 

LEADER OP THE ORCHESTRA. 

Blue Fly's snout and Gnat's proboscis, 
Don't buzz about the young one ! — 
Arbour Frog, and Crick' in grass, 
Keep tune ! or zounds we're undone ! 
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WEATHERCOCK (on the one side.J 

A fine assemblage to look on ! — 
Maidens, suitor-seeking sooth — 
And bachelors for every one ! 
Füll of hope, and health, and youth ! 

WEATHERCOCK fon opposite side.J 

If the flooring, does not yawn 
And gulph them all together, 
I'll, be off to hell 'fore mom, 
And no more mind the weather. 

XENIEN. 

We as Insects feshioned are 
With scissors sharp about us, 
Old Nick, our much esteem'd Papa ! 
To hononr as becomes us. 

HENNINGS. 

See ! how the crowding pismire throng 
Naif, Sport their nonsense ; 
At last they'U vouch it, bold and strong, 
That each has got a conscience. 

THE MUSAGET. 

To mix amongst this witches'-brood 
My antic fancy chooses ; 
For heretofore, Fve understood 
To show them off as Muses. 
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CI-DEVANT GENIUS OF THE AGE. 

By clever people Fin esteem'd ; 
So cateh hold of my doublet ! 
Blocksberg th' Dutch Pamass' is deem'd,- 
Broad-bottom'd is its siunmit. 

INQUISITIVE TRAVELLER. 

Pray who is yon stiff, buckram-man ? 
How starch'd he makes his visits — 
He snififs, and snuffs, and sniffs agen — 
" He's a sniffer-out of Jesuits ! " 

A CRANE. 

I love to fish the stones atween, 
Also in troubled waters ; 
E'en so, the pious man is seen 
To mix with Satan's daughters. 

THE WORLDLING. 

Aye, aye, the saints are never still, 
With every thing they grapple, 
They plan e'en now, on the Brocken-hill, 
Füll many a little Chapel. 

DANCERS, 

Hark ! another band accedes, 
I hear the drums resuming ; — 
Be still ! — 'tis only mongst the reeds, 
The long-legged Bittern booming. 
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DANCING MASTER. 



How they throw their legs about, 
And bridle up their faces ; 
Heavily jump the halt and stout, 
Yet never ask how base 'tis ? 



THE GOOD-FELLOW. 



Oh, how this rabble-pack bewray ! 
They are at heart assassins ; 
Tet th' Bagpipes' sound they all obey- 
like Orpheus' lyre, — ^the Bruins ! 



THE DOGMATIST. 



It is SO ! — spite of all their cry, 
Their doubts, and critic-cavils. 
The Devil is something — certainly ! 
Else how could there be, He^evils ? 



THE IDEALIST. 

This time methinks is Phantasy, 
Inclined to be o'errulish, — 
For were I what she'd have me be ! 
To-night I should be foolish. 

THE MATERIALIST. 

Body, to me is trouble ! — and 
The sonree of many sorrows ! 
For the first time ! — I here do stand 
Not firmly on my ten-toes. 

2g 
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SUPERNATÜRALIST. 



With much delight am I come here 
To join in fun redundant ; 
Judging from demons — ^it is clear, 
Good angels are abundant. 

THE SCEPTIC. 

A flame they foUow round about 

And think on bliss they trench, Sir, 

" To devil's rout" rhymes " deviVs doubt," — 

Isn't that a downright clencher ! 

LEADER OF THE ORCHESTRA. 

Frog and Cricket ! ye are out 

Confound such Dilettanti ! 

Brown Gnat's nose, and Blue Fly's snout, — 

Ye are Hornists elegant^. 

THE FLEXIBLE. 

Sans-souci, we call cur band 

Of many a merry noddle ; 

Since on our feet we may not stand, 

Upon our heads we toddle. 

THE HELPLESS. 

Time was, we something spunged each day, 
But such good luek is now done. 
So having danced our shoes away, 
On our bare soles, we must run* 
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IGNES FATUI. 



From vaporous quagmire we arose, 
And thence we now are come, Sirs ! 
Yet do we shine i' th' capering rows 
The brightest 'mongst the Dancers ! 



A FALLING STAR. 



like to a fiery star shot I, 
From cerulean vault, so fleet ; 
Now broadside on the grass I lie,- 
Will no one help me to my feet *? 



PLUMP SPIRITS. 



Room ! room ! make way around ! 
We flatten the grasses you see ; 
As Sprites we come ! — Spirits are found 
Just limbed like us ! who plump be. 



PUCK. 



From stamping so, do pray desist, 
Ye calves most elephantine ! 
Puck ! surely is the plumpest guest, 
And treads he not bacchantine ? 



ARIEL. 



If ever bounteous Nature ! or 

Fair Genius gave you light wings ! 

So track my fairy footsteps for 

The rose-clad mountain's bright Springs. 
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ORCHESTRA (pianissimo.J 

Hovering clouds, and dews recede, — 
Brightly beams th' ethereal height ! — 
Come zephyr on leaf — and wind in reed, 
Then &des away Walpnrgis^night ! 
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A CLOÜDY DAY. 

FiBLD. 



Faust — Mephistopheles. 



FAUST. 



In wretchedness ! despairing ! pitifiilly straying from 
place to place, — and now a prisoner ! — ^That bland, unfor- 
tunate creature! fettered and cast into a dungeon as a 
malefactor, and abandoned to the most heart-rending 
griefs! — That*it should come to this ! to this! — and yet 
all this didst thou hide from me, — ^treacherous, unworthy 
Spirit! — ^Not from the place! — ^Aye, let thy rancorous 
and fiendish eyeballs roll! — Stand I say! that so thy 
loathed presence insult me ! — Imprisoned ! — in irreparable 
distress ! delivered over to the upbraidings of evil spirits, 
and the judgments of an unfeeling world ! — And me the 
while, thou wert cradling in thy vap^ dissipations I — 
hidst from me the secret of her gropüng sorrow — and 
without an effort didst suffer her to sink ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

She is not the first 

FAUST. 

Hound ! disgusting monster ! — ^transform him, thou in- 
finite Spirit ! 0, change the reptile back to his cur 
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proportions, — ^to such as he assumed, when it did please 
him to frolic before me, — ^and with black intent roUed 
at my feet, only to hasten the falling, and weigh on the 
neck of the overburthened, harmless wanderer! Oh 
change him, Great Spirit ! back to his favaurite fonn — 
to that in which he bellied the sand, — that so I may 
spum with my foot, the Reprobate ! — ^Not the first ? Oh 
woe ! — ^beyond the grasp of the human mind to conceive 
how more than one created Being e'er sunk to such 
a State of wretchedness ; — ^that the first in her writhing 
death-struggle was not atonement ample for all, in the 
eyes of the ever-forgiving ! — this one instance of 
misery, digs deeply into the marrow of my existence — 
yet thou dost unconcernedly — grin over the ill destiny of 
thousands. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Now are we again at the very boundary of our wits, — 
precisely there, where the mind of Man so often snaps. 
Why didst seek our fellowship, not having nerve to carry 
thee through ? — Wouldest soar ! and art not proof gainst 
dizziness? Did we intrude ourselves on thee, or thou 
on US? 

FAUST. 

Bare not thy ravening fangs on me — I loathe thee ! — 
Great and Glorious Spirit! Thou who didst hold me 
worthy of communion face to face — Thou to whom my 
heart and soul are known ! 0, why didst thou mate me 
to that mass of Infamy ! — to Him, whose food is mischief 
— whose joy is in destruction ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Art about to finish ? 
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FAUST. 

Rescue her— or woe on thee ! — ^the horrible curse of a 
thousand years be on thee ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I, cannot loose the bands of the Avenger, or bis dungeon 
bolts withdraw. Save her — ^who ruined her ? thou or I ? 

Fadst looks azoimd him veiy wildly. 

What! wouldst clutch at the thunderbolts? — HE, did 
well not to intrust you wretched mortals with them! 

it is true tyranny-fashion, to get rid of difficulties 

by sacrificing the innocent ! 

FAUST. 

Convey me to her — she shall be freed ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Wilt risk it ? — Know, that blood is on the town, shed 
by thi/ band ! Over the " place of strife" hover the aveng- 
ing spirits, watching for the retum of the Murderer ! 

FAUST. 

That was wanting! — ^The cnrse of a perishing world 
be on thy head, Monster ! — ^lead me to her dungeon, in- 
stantly I say ! and be she liberated ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I will conduct thee — and what I can do— do ! — Harkee ! 
dost think I have all power in heaven and earth ? — The 
Jailer's senses I will becloud ; thou must possess thyself 
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of bis key s, and lead her forth with mortal hand. I, keep 
guard! — ^the magic horses are in readiness! — So &r have 
I power. 

FAUST. 

Away ! away then ! 
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NiOHT.—AN OPEN HEATH. 



Faust and Mbphistopheles in füll gallop, — ^mounted on Black Horses 

covered with foam. 

FAUST. 

What weave they around the Raven-stone ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Can't say what they may he concocting. 

FAUST. 

They hover, and alight — ^they how and hend ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

'Tis a Witch and Wizard Community. 

FAUST. 

They scatter, and consecrate ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

On !— On ! 
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FAUST, 

With a bunch of keys and a lamp— at an iron door. 

Unwonted shudderings deaden my energy — 

The woes of all mankind seem grappling me ! — 

Here should she house, in dark and dank seclusion, 

And her transgression was ? — a generous delusion ! — 

Thou dost hesitate to advance ! 

Thou dost fear her eye's upbraiding glance ? 

Forwards ! — ^thy tarrying lures on death. 

He seizes the lock — a singing is heard within. 

My mother, the wanton, 

She kül6d me ! 

My father, the rogue, 

'Twas that ate me ! 

My little sister, she 

Picked up my bones, 

And laid them under 

Cold marble stones ; — 

Then was I a pretty little wood-bird for aye ; 

Singing, fly away ! fly away !— 

FAUST, unlocking the door. 

She little thinks her lover, list ning Stands, — 
Hearing th' straw rustle — and the dank of bands ! 
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MARGARET. 

Woe ! woe ! — they come ! — oh 'tis a bitter thing to die ! 

Sbe lüdes her face in the straw. 

FAUST, softly. 
Hush ! hush ! my Love, I bring thee liberty. 

MARGARET, rushing towards hivi, 
Art thou a man ! — then feel for the distress'd. 

FAUST. 

Thy shrieks will break the sleeping jaUor s rest ! 

He unlocks her fetters. 

MARGARET falls oti her knees. 

Headsman ! who has given thee the power 

To drag me forth at the midnight hour ? — 

Do let me live ! be thou mercifiil towards me ! — 

Is it not soon enough — ^when matin bell has rung 'i 

She rises. 

I am very, very young ! — so young — 

And am to die so speedily ! 

I was comely too ! — but that was my calamity. — 

Then was my Lover near — all is now reversed ! 

Tom is my chaplet — and its lovely flowers dispersed. 

Go back ! — ^handle me not with bnitality ! 

More gently, pray ? — what have I done to thee ? — 

Let me not unavailingly implore — 

I never to my knowledge saw thy face before ! 
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FAUST. 

Can I Support this trial— passing sore« 

MARGARET. 

I know fiill well that I am in your might. — 

First let me suckle my poor infant — 

It lay on my throbbing heart all night — 

They took it from me with bad intent ; 

And now they say, " She has made away with it ! '* 

I never more shall have a joyfiil minute. 

They sing songs about me ! — ^that's very malignant 

Of the folk ! — so an old legend ended — 

Who can say it was for me intended ^ 

FAUST, 
Throwing himself at her feet 

A suppliant lover on his bended knee 
Implores thee — ^to accept of liberiy. 

MARGARET, 

Throws henelf on her Imees heside him. 

Let US both kneel, and oflFer to the Saints our prayers ! 

See ! see ! — ^beneath the stairs, 

Under the door-sill 

Seethes hell ! 

The Evü One, 

With terrible wrath, 

Is rumbling i' th' earth. 

FAUST, loudly. 
Margery ! Margery ! 
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MARGARET, CLStOUflded. 

That was bis fnendly voice ! 

She Jumps up— Uie fettexs fall off. 

Where is he ? I heard him call me. 

I am free ! no one shall bar me from my choice. 

To bis arms I will fly ! — 

On bis bosom lie ! 

He called Margery ! — ^be stood on tbe door-sill. — 

Notwitbstanding tbe bowlings and sboutings of bell, 

Tbeir malice and fiendisb abuse, 

I distinguisbed bis barmonious voice ! 

FAUST. 

I am be ! 

MARGARET. 

Tbou art ?— once more say so ! 

Throwing herseif in his anns. 

'Tis be ! 'tis be ! — wbitber bas fled my woe ? 
Wbitber my cbains and my captivity ? 
'Tis Henry ! art come my bonds to sever ! — 
I am liberated — for ever ! — 
Even now, tbe very street I see 
Wbere first I caugbt a glimpse of tbee ! — 
And tbe garden too, so gaily varied, 
Wbere I and Martba often tarried. 

FAUST, persuasively, 
Come — do come witb me ! 
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MARGARET. 

Stay yet a while ! — 
I whüe so willingly, when you the time beguile. 

Coaxingly. 
FAUST. 

Let US away — 

If thou dost longer stay 

Dreadfiil will be the penalty ! 

MARGARET. 

What ! hast thou no kisses left for me ? 

My bosom's friend — so short a time apart ! . 

And forgotten are the kisses of the heart *? — 

Why on thy neck feel I this tremor ? — 

Thy words, thy smile 

Were heaven to me erewhile — 

And thou didst kiss me then^ with stifling rapture. 

Now kiss me ! — 

Or ril kiss thee ! 

Sbe embraces him. 

Ah ! thy lips are cold ! 

And motionless. 

Where is thy true loving 

Roving ? 

Who, who has robbed me of thy tendemess ? 

She turns from him. 
FAUST. 

Courage, dear Margery ! — do but accompany thy lover, 
And he will press thee to his heart more tenderly than ever ; 
Come with me — 'tis all I ask — I ask but that of thee ! 
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MARGARET, 

Tuming again towards him. 

Art thou then really he ? — Art Henry ? 

FAUST. 

Indeed I am ! — come with me, Margery ! 

MARGARET. 

Thou wilt make me fetter-free, 
Wilt again take me on thy knee ? 
How is't thou dost not shrink and shiver 
At sight of me ? — does my friend know who it is he 
would deliver ? 

FAUST. 

Come ! — ^the night is nearly spent. 

MARGARET. 

My mother to her long home I sent. 

I drown6d my poor infant. 

Was it not to thee, and me, a present ? 

Equally to thee — art he? — ^is it no hope-engendered gleam? 

Give me thy hand ! — it is verily no dream ! 

'Tis thy dear hand ! — Ah ! it is wet — 

Wipe it ! on my word 

There's blood on it. — 

God ! whose blood hast thou spilt "? 

Put up thy sword ; 

I'beg thou wilt ! 

FAUST. 

Give to what is past — no utterance breath ! 
Or thou wilt caiise my death. 
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MARGARET. 

No, no, THOU must be left behind ! 

I will describe how the graves are plann'd in my mind. 

For these abiding places of sorrow 

Thou must provide to-morrow ; — 

The best place must be given to mother, 

By her side be laid my brother, — 

Me, — a distance off — o' th' side, 

But prithee, not too wide ! 

And place baby on my right breast, — 

No one eise by me would rest ! 

To have lain by thy side 

Would have been my joy, my pride ! 

But that can no more be. 

I feel as had I to force myself to thee, 

Asfrom thee, thou didst push me ; — 

Yet thou art he ! looking so kind, so heavenly. 

FAUST. 

If thou dost really think so, then ascend the stair ! 

MARGARET. 

That way ? 

FAUST. 

Into the free and ambient air. 

MARGARET. 

Is the grave out there ? 

If death be lurking — come ! 

From here, to the weary traveller's home ! 
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Not one Step farther — 

Thou art going ? Henry ! would that I might accom- 
pany thee. 



FAUST. 

Thou canst ! display thy will ! the portal's free. 

MARGARET. 

I dare not forth ; no ! no hope is left for me. 

O'er all they lurk — it is in vain to flee ! — 

'Twould be a wretched thing to beg one's bread 

With a conscience over-burthen6d ! 

'Twould be a wretched thing to stray from place to place ! 

Where'er I went, my footsteps they would trace ! 

FAUST. 

But I would bear thee Company. 



MARGARET. 

Quickly! quickly! 

Save thy poor child. — 

Forwards ! keep by the creek edge 

Up the stream, 

Over the plank bridge 

Into the wood beyond 

To the left — ^where a beam 

Dips in a pond. — 

Grasp it quickly ! 

It will rise again you'U see, 

It stniggles yet ! 
Save it ! save it ! 

2 I 
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FAUST. 

Collect thy wandering thoughts — poor dear ! 
One Step, and thou art free — as the air ! 

MARGARET. 

Were we once beyond th6 hill ! 
There sits my mother on a cold stone, 

The thought freezes my brain ! 

There sits my mother on a cold stone, 

And rocks her head still ; 

Sheneitherbeckons nor nods, her head is heavy, and in pain 

She has slept so long — she will never awake again. — 

She slept — ^that we might caress. 

Oh ! those were hours of happiness ! 

FAUST. 

Here, helps no imploring — no delay ; 
I must venture to bear her away. 

MARGARET. 

Unhand me ! — I will not brook compulsion ! — 

Do not clasp me so assassin-like ! — 

What heretofore befel — was all from pure affection ! 

FAUST. 

The moming breaks ! — O my beloved one ! come away — 

MARGARET. 

Moming ? aye the day does dawn — on comes my final day ! 

My marriage-day it should have been ! 

Teil to no one, that thou hast Margery's Chamber seen. 
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Alas ! for my garland's fragrance ! 

'Tis rent in twain ! — 

We shall meet again ; 

But not at the dance. — 

The multitude press on — ^not a word is heard. 

The streets, and open ßpace, 

Contain not the populace. — 

The bell toUs, — the wand is severed ; — 

They manacle, and bind me tight ! — 

To the blood-stool I am tethered. — 

Every neck winces at sight 

Of the Sharp steel, that must mine disunite. — 

The World is silent as the grave ! — 

FAUST. 

Would that I had ne er been bom ! 

MEPHiSTOPHELES (appearifig at the door.J 

To horse ! or you are lost. 

Useless delay ! why this babbling and lingering ! 

My horses are shivering ! — 

The moming twilight's forth ! 

MARGARET. 

What's that rising from out the earth ? 

He ! he ! send him hence ; 

What will He ! in this blessed sanctuary ? 
He wants my existence ! 

FAUST. 

Thou shalt live and be happy. 
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MARGARET. 

To thy judgments, O Lord ! I have commended me. 

MEPHISTOPHELES tO FAUST. 

Come ! come ! or Fll leave thee, with her — in jeopardy, 

' MARGARET. 

Thine am I, heavenly Father! — O save me ! — 
Ye angels ! ye blessed Hosts ! compassionate 

Me ! — ^watch over, and protect me ! 

Henry ! 1 tremble for thy fate. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

She is doomed ! 

voiCE (from above.J 
Is ransom^d ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Hither to me ! 

Disappears with Faust. 

VOICE from within^ with prolonged sound. 
Henry ! Henry ! 
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NOTES AND REMARKS 



NOTES AND REMARKS. 



Paoe 1. 

INVOCATION. 

This impassioned Ode was not appended to the early editions of 
Faust. — I have feit some difficulty in giving it a title, it not being 
strictly either an Address, Dedication, or Invocation, — I have chosen 
the latter as being most in keeping with the first and fourth stanzas. 



Paoe 5. 

THE PRELÜDE. 

Besides the wit and beautiful poetry which it contains, it should be 
esteemed for the clue it gives to the peculiar character of the Tragedy 
of Faust — ^the founding of the plot in heaven^lashing into human 
nature, and ending by an inferred transit to another region. The 
three principals in the Thespian Company, the Manager, the Comic 
Friend, and the Poet, are represented as in conversation ; the 
Manager contemplates something great and uncommon, and applies 
to the Poet {by licence Goethe) who appears not ** i* th' yein " for the 
desired species of composition ; the Comic Friend rallies him on bis 
reluctance to write for the tnillum — ^his classical proprieties — bis idea 
of composing only that which would be worthy of himself, and be 
appreciated by posterity ! and recommends bis founding a piece on 
human nature, depicting in strong tints the Passions, not forgetting 
to work in a due portion of fun. The Manager advises that it should 
be in parts, and embrace the whole creation ! for which purpose he 
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places at the disposal of the Comic Friend and the Poet bis whole 
stock of scenery and dramatic properties^ ending with 

In fSeu^t, cram in, without a hesitation 
The Whole — ^the mighty round of the creation ! 
And change the scenes adroitly— quick and well, 
From Heaven, by way of Earth — to Hell. 

Wbich randoro shot, it may be supposed catcbes tbe Poet's fancy, and 
be goes to work — tbe Tragedy of Faust is tbe result, planned in every 
respect according to tbe bints tbrown out. 



Paoe 8, Line l. 

Boys, butchen, studenti, sulp and snob. 

I bave taken in tbis instance a trifling liberty witb Groetbe in order 
tbat my translation migbt flow — it amounts bowever only to particu- 
larizing tbe mob, and comparing tbe crowd at tbe bootb-barrier to 
tbe rusb made by a number of foals to enter a known pasturage wben 
tbe field gate is opened. Snip and snob, cant names for tailor and 
sboemaker. 



Page 8, Like 24. 

O preach no more 'bout what the affcer-world may say, 
Suppose P08TBBITT were all the question, See. 

Tbis passage, wbicb fonned tbe first line of niy extracts of transla- 
tion, bas been objected to by some German critics as not being ren- 
dered close enougb to tbe original. I bave bowever tiiougbt proper 
to retain it, ratber tban attempt a fruitless alteration. 

It is one of tbose passages, wbicb if more verbally rendered would 
be flat and spiritless — and tberefore deniands of tbe translator an 
equivalent. Tbey certainly are not tbe two most effective lines in 
Goetbe — and are 

SBenn i^ nur ni^td oon 9la4koett ^6trn foSte $ 
®efett baö t4 9on 9ta(tjitotlt teben »oute. 

I do not tbink it possible to give tbem closely in tbe Englisb lan- 
guage, — and at tbe same time forcibly. Tbe equivalent I ofTer bas 
done no violencc to Germanism, and wben translated is nationally 
idiomatic. 
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To corroborate my opinioD that Goethe may not always be closely 
rendered, I instance page 7, line 9, where [ have introduced theword 
*' methinks," which is not in Goethe, and thereby have rendered a 
passage clear, which otherwise would be incorrect if put in English. 



Page 9, Line 1. 

The aid of a quaint good-humoar'd chap 
May prove to you Sir, no mishap. 

)Dte Gegenwart oon einem braven JCnaben# 
3|i/ ta^t' i4/ immer au4 f^on »ad. 

The Comic Friend can mean no one but himself — and the assist- 
ance he might render the poet by dramatic Suggestion s. The word 
Jtnaben cannot in this place be rendered literally, to do so would be as 
outre as were a German to translate James the Firstes expression of 
*' Baby Buckingham," by '* JCinblein Sudind^am." 



Paoe 11, LiKE 22. 

Who props Olympas — reconciles the Gods? 

This beautiful climax alludes to the power of Poetry, and the band 
Poets have had in softening the quarreis of the gods and goddesses, 
and the still upholding mythology by their writing^. 



Page 12, Line 24. 

Then lay the world in mist concealed ; S)a 9tthtl mir bie SSelt t)ecbü(lten# 

My bnd, fiür wonden then bespoke : ^ie Jtnoöpe 98unber nod) oerfpra^' 

The thoiuand flowrets then I broke )Da id) bie taufenb IBIumen bxa^t 

That richly every vale revealed. 2)ie aller S^&ler reic^lii^ f&Qten. 

I think there can be no doubt that the Bud mentioned, is the Poet 
before reaching manhood — when the ways of the world were little 
known to him, — and Nature but a delightful and poetic garden. 



Page 17, Line 1. 

The Sun, in soft acoord, as wont of old. 

Goethe in this magnificent passage I think alludes to innumerable 

2 K 
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suns and Systems, not to the spheres only, that pertain to and circle 
round our sun : the expression is SBrttbetfp(&ten# brother spheres, or 
equal suns, centres of Systems. 



Line 4. 

Closing in thimder Boimds^their circoit yean ! 

The Archan^ Raphael may be supposed Standing in Space, near 
to where this our Sun approaches in Performance of his circuit, and 
describes the accompanying increase of sound as resembling thunder, 
— which in the distance he compared to soft accord, or the rival 
singing of the brother spheres. 

Gabriel takes up the praise, and describes the motion and attributes 
of the Barth. 



Page 21, Line 11. 

Like to the fiu^fiuned serpent, my matemal aimt. 

The serpent of Paradise ; those who have thought Mephistophe- 
les and Satan to be one and the same, are here informed of his 
relationship. 

Like 15. 
The Wag's the one I lightest execrate. 

I have chosen Wag in preference to rogue, — the passs^e relating to 
wit, quaintness, and cleverness. 



Line 22. 
The Grescentive that ever lived and wrought. 

I can find no word that comes nearer to the meaning implied, than 
Crescentiye — baö SBerbenbc/ as a power or attribute, is growth, 
increase, and continuation ; the action of the Hving principle being 
understood. See note to page 30. Goethe uses the word in page 12, 
line 18, 

Bat growing minds are grateful for yonr hints, 

Gin fBerbenba wirb immer banlbar [epn/ 
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which passage relates to youth advancing to manhood both in miud 
and body. It is inferred in the biblical expression '< increase and 
multiply." 

Paoe 22, Line 3. 

Tis yastly flattering on my word. 

Believing it to be Goethe's intention, I have introduced before the 
two last lines (To the Pit) as in page 21, after line 15, (To the 
Heavenly Host,) to make the text more clear — ^by doing so in this 
instance the sting of the foregoing colloquy is much blunted. 



Page 26, Line 16. 

Wooldst flhow thy penBiTe, friendly brow. Zx^h\tV^tt Steitnb etf<!^inft btt mit ! 

Goethe here passes by a quick transition from the moonbeam to 
the Visual füll moon, and says, trübfergec greunb/ which can only 
mean sad or pensive — and refers to the dark parts of the moon*s disk, 
which pictures to the imagination a sorrowful or pensive face. 



Page 27, Like 15. 

Written by Nostrodamus' band. 

An astrologer of St. Remi in Provence, (Michel Notredame,) 
born 1503. 



Page 29, Line 23. 

Powerfully thou bast drawn me near )Du iaft mi^ m&cbtid angesogen^ 
' Thyself long nurtured on mt sphbrb. 2Cn meiner ®p^&re lang' gefoden. 

The Spirit expresses astonishment at one born and nurtured for 
fifty years on his sphere the Barth, having the power to draw him 
into his presence. 

Page 30, Like 14. 

A frigbtened, writhing, patbway worm ! Gin fitr^f^tm megdeltfimmtec SBarm I 

The Spirit's intention is to taunt and lessen Faust, who by his 
aspirings has thrown himself in his way — instead of rendering it '' a' 
frightenedy flying-crooked-worm/' which might have pleased some 
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persons more ; I have been inclined to consider the word ** toefl/" as 
here relatiDg to the worm most commoDly seen — the pathway worm 
— the worm that we oflen see writhing in our path from having 
received a hurt, owing to its being out of its proper habitat, and 
trespassing as it were on man 's path, analogous to Faust forcing 
himself into the Spirit's presence. Page 36, Faust says, — 

<'2)em Sßurme qUxäi* idj, ber ben @taub bur^toüfilt $ 
jDen/ tote er ftd) im ©taube n&(renb lebt# 
S)ed SSanbrerö Zxitt oecmcbtet unb begr&bt." 



Page 30, Line 15. 
Vision of Flame. 

The Spirit of the Barth is very aptly represented as appearing in 
form of flarae. — As Goethe in the description which the Spirit gives of 
himself in the liues that follow, and in several other places, particu- 
larly in page 21, line 22, and page 67, line 5, seems to have had in 
his eye the philosophy of the lonian school, I will make an extract, 
which will serve for reference on other occasions. 

*' Agreeing in the hypothesis of a primeval State of things, they 
diflfered widely in the mode in which they accounted for existing phe- 
nomena out of the primeval substance. 

** One theory endued the universe with life, and considered the 
orderly processiou of all things to be a spontaneous development of 
a pre-existent germ of life. A second accounted for all apparent 
alteration in the form and qualilies of natural bodies, by certain 
changes in the outward relations of space ; and proceeded on the 
supposition of certain permanent material Clements which change 
places in ohedience to motion, either originally inherent in, or extrin- 
sically impressed on the mass. — ^The latter is the mechanical, the 
former the dynamical theory of nature. Of the dynamical theorists, 
Thaies first of all taught that all things are pregnant with life ; that 
the seed or germ of vitality, which is in all things, is water, because 
all seed is moist and humid. Of this potentially living entity, 
Anaximenes advanced a still worthier representation, and taught that 
the primeval substance is infinite and sensuously imperceptible. This 
principle is analogous to the animal soul, and as the animal soul 
governs the body, so the universal soul rules and embraces all things« 
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Diogenes made a still farther advance, and maintained that the har- 
mony and design of the mundane fabric suggest the unity and Intel- 
ligence of its first principle. This principle however he considered as 
simply physical, and only distinguished from natural phenomena in 
thisy that while it is infinite as the principle of all, they are finite. 

'' Still bolder was the flight of Heraclitus, who taught that the 
World is an ever-living being, a rational Jire, whose vitality involves a 
tendency to contrarieties, and is ever passing from want to satiety. 

'' The MECHANiCAL theory is first opened by Anaximander, who 
flöurished soon after Thaies : he conceived the ground, both of 
production and motion, to be an eternal substance, which he called 
the infinite, and wherein the immutable elements were indistinguish- 
ably combined. Out of this chaos certain primary contrarieties, ashe 
conceived them, cold and warm, earth and heaven, were first evolved, 
and in the course of certain separations and combinations alternately 
proceeding, more perfect forros are spontaneously developed, to be 
ultimately resolved into the homogeneous pnmary. 

" After the long interval of a Century, Anaxagoras revived the 
mechanical physiology, and distinctly advanced the principle on 
which it rests, that nothing is changeable, but that the nature of 
every thing is permanent. Anaxagoras seizing the contrariety of the 
moving and the moved, which the mechanical theory is so well calcu- 
lated to exhibit, he defined the latter to be extended antilypous bulk, 
inert body, infioitely multiple both in qualities and parts. The 
moving principle, on the contrary, is perfecta simple, and homogeneous 
— soul or spirit, which, as moving the elements into combinations of 
Order and beauty, is endued with thefaculty of knowing and survey* 
ing what ever was, and is, and shall he.** 



Line 25. 



At the ever-buzzing loom of Time weave I 
A living garment for the Deity. 

Descriptive of the surface of the earth, or the productions and 
growth of the yegetable kingdom. 
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Page 31, Line 9. 

O Deafhl I know't!— it Ib my Familiär— 

As this passage may cause discussion, owing to the way in which I 
have, after tbe utmost consideration, found myself constrained to 
render it — and as that differs from other translations, and the 
authority of the Gerroan stage — I feel it to be incumbent on me to 
put forth my reasons, and the sanction I obtain from Goethe bim- 
seif in the context, and subsequent passages, when allusion is made 
to this scene^^fully. — I approach the subject with the utmost 
diffidence — yet is my conviction that I have grasped the right sense 
so strong, that it would have been dastardly in roe to have translated 
it otherwise. I shall commence by quoting the whole passage. 

Thb Sfibit of thb Barth. (Seift 

Thou dost resemble only sach as thou )Du fiti^ft htm ®etft bem bu be0teifft/ 

canst understand, 
Notme! [Disappears. Sli^ttntrl [Sßerf^winbet. 

Faust, mueh confiued. gauft sufammenftürsenb. 

Not theo! 9l{<lt^ btr? 

Whothen? Sßem ben? 

I, that am ihe image of the Deity, 34 ^benbitb ber ®ott(ett/ 

Not worthy to compare with thee f Unb ni^t einmal btc ! 

(A knock.) ((g« Köpft.) 

O Death ! I know't !— it is my Familiai^ £) Sob \-\^ f enn*S ! -baS iß mein ga- 

muluS— 

Doom'd are my splendid hopes — my GS wirb mein [d)6nfted ®lfi(t {U nid^te ! 

high career! 

Alas! that the/u2neM of the flame-clad )Daf btefe güQe ber ©eft^te 

Vision 

Should thwarted be, by th' sapless )Det trodne ©(^lei^er |t6ren mup ! 
BN bakbb'b intercision. 

The question is as to Famulus — which can only be understood I 
conceive in three ways. Ist. As meaning a poor Student, attendant, 
or amanuensis in its general acceptation, ready to act in that capacity 
to any Doctor or superior of the College ; if such a person were 
intended by Goethe, this Famulus would be hunting about the 
cloisters at near midnight on Easter-eve for a job ; — but that supposi- 
tion is so vague, that I have found no one inclined to lay stress on 
such an one being intended in the passage, besides which there is no 
corresponding character in, or alluded to throughout the Drama. It 
is true in the Second Part a Famulus is once introduced, who there 
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answers the description of an inferior collegiate — or ancient bit of 
College furniture. 

2nd1y. Wagner, considered as Faust's subordinate and familiär 
friend, yet a regulär Student looking forward to degrees. This is the 
accepted Famulus of the Stage, &c. 

drdly. The Familiär, or Spiritus Familiaris of the fifteenth and six- 
ieenth centuries, considered only in a superstitious point of ,view as 
precursor, or intimator of approaching death, which it makes known 
to the living by the signal *' a knocking." I have understood it 
in that sense for several reasons ; — because it adds dignity to the 
passage if so rendered, which would otherwise appear poor, untrue, 
and unnatural — because I think myself fuUy bome out in believing 
Goethe meant it so, by the circumstances of the moment, and the 
mention made of the interview with the Spirit in pages furtber on 
by Faust — the allusions made by Mephistopheles when he would 
aggravate and lessen Faust in his own estimation — and because I 
cannot make it apply with any correctness to Wagner, in Goethe*s 
delineation of their respective characters. I will now proceed to my 
reasons for believing that Goethe did not mean Wagner, — ^which if I 
prove I shall mainly establish my position. 

Ist. Neither Wagner nor any other Famulus had to do with the 
disappearance of the Spirit of the Barth, for the Spirit vanished after 
the words '' Not me," which was some time before the knocking. Had 
Faust, when the knocking was heard, supposed it proceeded from 
Wagner, would not his expression have been that of haste and vexa- 
tion ? but no, it was followed by O Sob ! — which cannot be trans- 
lated as importing s'death ! or the Devil ! but only — O Death ! 
which is the heartfelt ejaculation of a mind finding itself o*erpressed 
and unexpectedly about to be cut off from a desired object by an 
all-powerful in truder. Had Wagner's intrusion been contemplated, 
would not such intrusion have been followed by reproof ? yet Wagner 
does enter, and no reprimand takes place — on the contrary, the mind 
of Faust is calmed, and he discourses most coUectedly. 

2ndly. I cannot possibly conceive that the correct Goethe would 
have put into the mouth of Faust such an expression as this, (S6 wttb 
mein [d)6nflc6 ®tfid! in nid)tc ! if he intended to allude to Wagner ; for 
the Spirit had already disappeared before the knocking — ^he con- 
sequently had nothing to destroy, past, present, or in future — nor 
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could the high mind of Faust be permitted to feel for a moment that 
a College Famulus! one of inferior rank and knowledge, could 
destroy his bright aspirings — that he could allude to Wagner*s 
frightening away the Great Spirit ! is out of the questioo, — for the 
Spirit had disappeared before the knocking was beard. 

3rdly. The term "trodnc 04)let4cc/" is a most disdainful, sarcastic, 
and angry expression, and could hardly be applied by Faust to his 
most confidential Student, and that Student a young man — one whom 
he terms the meek, simple, or single-hearted» as &rmU4|len may 
be rendered. It is true Wagner is as yet, only the studious book- 
learned scholar of crude ideas — for Faust does not appear to have 
imparted to him, up to this time, the results of his own reading 
and study of man and things ; he was therefore only what any 
young, studiouß scholastic would be, — in fact what Faust himself 
had been ; and consequently not likely to be assailed by such a heart* 
less, opprobrious epithet — far from it, for Faust receives him more 
kindly than could be expected from any one, in the midst of such 
excitement as he had recently undergone ; — he converses with him 
^-confidentially imparts to him his knowledge and experience on 
several important subjects — selects him as companion for the next 
day's stroU into the country, and then intrusts him with a secret 
affecting his own life. He addresses him first in the third person, 
« (5r/> but soon passes to the more intimate ** tbu," which is retained 
ever after — using also a term of equality, "SRein greunb." 

As to Wagner answering the description of a formal dry fellow, 
(beyond the studious Student) or a stupid, half-witted coUegian, 
is far from the truth, as appears by the subsequent conversations, 
particularly the passages beginning 

aBcI4) ein ®cfä^I/ mu§t bU/ o grof er SD^ann I 

Ezalted man ! what must thy feelings be ? 

page 52, and 

fIBie !&nnt i^r eu4) barum betrüben ! 

How canst thou on such score so cherish grief ? 
page 53, which is exceedingly shrewd : and the passage 
IBerufe ni^t bte mo^I befannte @d)aar# 

Inroke not, Sir, thos^ well-known swarms, 
page 56, which is highly imaginative and poetical : — and as if 
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Goethe had a suspicion that such an idea might arise and be attached 
to Wagner ; and as it were determined to rescue him from that con- 
struction, — he makes him figure in the Second Part of Faust, as the 
highly-learned and celebrated Doctor Wagner ! one who had carrted 
scholastic and other knowledge, even beyond Dr. Faust, he having 
created '' the Homunculus." Before I close this part of my defence, 
I must say, that had the allusion beei) to Wagner as Famulus, I do 
not think Goethe would have expended four 'M'' on the passage, 
but would have made Faust to shout out, Come in ! — as he did to 
Mephistopheles, page 74 ; whereas afler Wagner awaiting in vain the 
invite, (for Faust*s mind was not at that moment dwelling on 
Wagner, but on Death !) he enters, and gives a reason, in language 
anything but servile, for the intrusion. That the knock was Wagner's 
is very clear : what I am arguing for is this — that the all-absorbing 
impression on Faust's mind at that moment was, that the signal 
given was by the Familiär Spirit, and that that signal was an intima- 
tion of bis death being at band. My reasons for thinking that Goethe 
meant the Spiritus Famüiaris when he made the exclamation, are as 
foUow. 

Ist. He does not reprove Wagner for the intrusion, even in the 
most distant way — nor does he refer to the circumstance, to bis feel- 
ings, or to the Spirit, in any conversation with Wagner. 

2ndly. He uses the neuter article " S)ad tft mein Famulus," which 
being a word adopted from the Latin, would retain its gender — then 
again the impersonal pronoun, ** (Sd toiibt u. f. n>." on which gram- 
matical constructions I will not press, knowing that " Q^*' is idio-. 
matical, although ''Der'' in the first instance, and <<(Sr" in the 
second, might be equally euphoniously used — but on the following 
I cannot but lay stress, " IDer troctne ®(^Ieid)er." Who can the 
definite article allude to but tue dry or sapless skeaker, Death! 
pictorially, or as a personation, in bis anguish at the thought of being 
cut off from communion with the Great Spirit, and the hoped-for 
fulness or fruitiou expected to follow ; — bis mind goes from the ideal to 
the personal Death, — Goethe having possibly in view Holbein*s Dance 
of Death ! where Death is really represented as the intruding sapless 
SNEAKER ! And let no one think that I am fanciful, or overstepping 
the rules of proof in this instance, for it is nothing uncommon for 
Goethe to travel by a quick transition from the ideal to the physical» 

2l 
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as in that beautiful apostrophe to the moon, page 26, '* Oh tbat thj 
beams, fair inoon/' ending with " trübferger grcuntf" or " peosive 
friend," which can ooly mean the visual gloomy or pensive face of the 
fall moon : therein he goes from the influence of the moon's beama, 
to the physical appearance of the moon, as here from the moral death 
to the skeleton Death. Also, page 14, line 5, vhere the Poet is told 
to seize Resolution by the hair, and force him to work. 

Having offered the foregoing as my reasoks for believing that 
Wagner is not the Famulus meant, I now go to passages in this 
Drama, where the interview with the Spirit is alluded to by Faust 
when alone, and which I will call authoritt from Goethe. That 
the demon or Familiär was meant, who acted as the herald of death, 
and not Wagner, page 35, line 11, will tend to prove. 

jDod) ad)! ffir tief mal ban! i4 btvr 
S>em &cmUd)ften üon allen @i:benf5(ncn. 
jDtt nf eft mt4) t)on ber fßtxixotiflntiQ Mt 
t>xt mir btc @innc fd)on jerflftcrn »oOte. 

Por once I f^l kind thanks unbound 
Towards Thee — ^poor single-hearted child of day ! 
Yes, tfaou didflt tear me from a hopeless fate, 
Just when Despair my mind would oyertum. 

Faust here actually thanks Wagner from bis heart, for dispelling 
by bis intrusion the despair of bis mind. Now mark ! The Spirit 
had vanished, — a short remark had been made, — the kaocking had 
been heard, — and the soliloquy commencing *' O Death !" had been 
spoken, before Wagner entered. To identify the passage, the 
Despair^ and the occasion of it, must be found. — We cannot surely 
seek it in the high, proud, and authoritative tone and words which 
Faust used towards the Spirit, page 30. 

@oU i&j bir Slammcnbtlbung meinen? 
2^ bin'«r bin Sauft/ bin beincft ®(et<^n ! 

What ! shaü I shrink from thee, Vision of Flame T 
No, I am he !— thine equal— Faust my name ! 

Or in what followed the vanishing of the Spirit. 

9lid)tbir? . Not thee? 

SBem benn ? Who then ? 

34 @benbilb ber ©ottf^ett ! I that am the Image of the Delty 

Unb nic^t einmal bir ! Not worthy to oompare with theet 
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Certainly not— ^u^ in the very ptissage in question^-^lhe belief of 
the immediate approach of Death, which would annul for ever his 
hope of knowing more ! The knock, which was Wag^ner's, he, in the 
moment of excessive agitation took for the announcement of Death, 
— that only was the cause of his despair, — and that despair was uttered 
in the words of the passa^e, *' O Death ! I know't ! '* &c. From that 
Geling of despair Wagner rescued him by his intrusion, for his 
Coming in, dispelled the idea he had entertained of immediate death ; 
and therefore he says in the after soliloquy, 

Yes, tfaou dldst tear me from a hopeless fate, 
Jufit when Despair zny mind woald overtum. 

It is therefore pretty clear that it was not Wagner who should his 
" ®lfidi iu nickte/" for he did come, destroying despair not joy — ^but 
that the allusion was to Death, which did not come, — yet the antici- 
pation had occasioned despair. Again page 35, line 27, 

^ab' iA tic ^raft bi4 anju^iebn befelfetii 
€$0 i)at i4 bt(4 ju ^aiUn tctne ^raft. 

Though I oonstraiiied thy Coming at my pleasnre, 
Tet had I not the power to force thy stay. 

Which power of forcing the Spirit into his presence still remained 
to Faust, if he chose to use it. I therefore say that the despair can 
only be sought for and found in the passage in question — the fear of 
Death ! which would effectually stop his high career, and destroy his 
brightest hopes — joys which he expected, the fulness or complete 
revelations of the flame-clad vision, — to arise from his having found 
out that he possessed the power of bringing into his presence the 
Spirit of the Barth ; he already caiculated on the brilliant results, 
and fancied himself almost in possession of them. See page 35, 

I thoaght me near the mirror of eternal truth. 
®ans nat) gebüntt tem Spiegel txo'qn Sßabr^eit/ 
&tin felbjl gcnof im ^immeldglan) unb Jtla^r^ctt/ 
Unb abgeseift ben Grbenfo^n. 

As if Goethe had determined to give a key to the obscure passage to 
those who were anxious to come at his meaning, he alludes aflerwards 
to the circumstances in a very peculiar and roost pointed way, — I 
will quote them, and think they strongly sanction my reading, and 
clench the argument in favour of the construetion I have put on the 
passage. 
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When Mephistopheles first lays siege to Faust's virtue, by inducing 
him to partake of life^s deligkts, he finds Faust about to relapse ioto 
bis former State of despairj which might end tbe temptation ; fearful 
therefore of losing bis victim and wager, and, as devil^ knowing tbat 
sarcasm would best work on the baughty temper of Faust, be adroitly 
seizes on tbe only two weak points in Faust's cbaracter, taunts bim 
v^ith them, and thereby drives from the mind of bim who bas said, '' I 
fear neither hell, nor bis worship tbe Devil," all idea of suicide, — and 
raises in Faust a determiuation to cut bimself loose from all social 
and early sympatbies. Tbe opportunity quickly occurs — Faust 
expressing bimself, page 76, line 3, 

Unb fo tfl mit baö Dafcpn eine %afti 

^en Sob enoftnfd)!/ jDad Seben mir utiaft l 

Thus ifl my being burthened, and unblett — 
Dbath I desire— existence I detest ! 

Mephistopheles sarcastically says, 

Unb bod) tfl nie bec Sob ein qani »iafommnet ®ajt. 
Yet Death is never quite a welcome guest. 

This appears to me conclusive tbat Death was meant ; we bave 
actually Holbein's Death pictured to us, as entering an uninvited 
guest ! — but as if Goethe would leave no doubt resting on tbe passag^ 
in question, namely, tbat the despair arose solely from the supposed 
announcement of Death by bis Familiär, — four ünes lower be makes 
Faust describe bis interview with tbe Spirit of tbe Barth as an inter- 
view of rapture ! 

£) ton* i&i t)on be6 boten ®tifttMxa^t 
üntitdti cntfeett ba^in gefunlen l 

Would I had sank before the Spirit's might ! 
Rapt ! and exanimated passed away. 

The above being one of the weak points, and tbat not working — 
for Faust does not appear to have seized tbe allu8ion,or had not gi?en 
it bis ear ; Mephistopheles immediately applies the other, and says, 
with increasing sarcasm, 

unb bo4) iat 3cnianb einen braunen 6aft# 
3n ienec 9la4tf nic^t auesetninlcn. 

And did not same one^ on a certain night— 
A certain '^ brown juice " fall to drink, I pray ? 
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This reference to his not drinking the opiate on the Easter-ete is 
immediately heard, and caught at by Faust, who now is apprised of 
Mephistopheles* knowing the two circumstances, and, smarting under 
the lash of sarcasm, he first retorts by a Charge of espionage, which 
is equivalent to the admission of both facts as stated by Mephi- 
stopheles : and then hints at the cause of his not drinking the opiate, 
which he foUows up by the curse, page 77, beginning with 

60 flvidi t4) oHemr waö bie &ttUt u. [. m. 
80 do I now — Curse all that the soul, See, 

thereby cutting himself (as Mephistopheles foresaw) adrift from all' 
former and early sensations and sensibility, and thus is he prepared to 
receive Mephistopheles' propositions with alacrity. 

I will now close this long defence of my reading of the passage, 
which I think must prove to every candid person, correct, clear, and 
conclusive, — by two short remarks. 

I reiterate my opinion, that where a doubt exists, it is the duty of 
a translator to take the more dignified meaning, especially if that 
meaning i» borne out or corroborated by the context — it is but fair 
towards any author, how much more so then towards Goethe ! I have 
done so, and thereby rendered the passage dignified, being at the 
• same time most conscientiously convinced that so was Goethe*s inten- 
tioD. On the other band, those who construe the matter differently, 
what do they make of the passage if Wagner is to be the Famulus 
alluded to ? O Sob l is turned into an irritable expression — the 
power of destroying Faust's brightest joys is attributed to the intru- 
sion of the meek young Student (Wagner,) who had nothing to 
destroy, (for the Spirit was gone,) — and who in the same breath is 
called, by the kind-hearted Faust, a dry or sapless sneaker ! — and this 
sapless sneaker is immediately conversed with most confidentially, and 
chosen for a companion for the next day*s country stroll ! Are such 
contradictions and injustice to be heaped on Goethe ! ! I will be no 
party thereto. The passage I therefore think ought to be nndefstood 
thus : the knocking — Faust takes for the announcement of death, and 
expresses himself in the anguish of his soul, 

O Deatb ! I know't !~it iB my FunOiar» 
Doom*d are my splendid hopes — ^my high career ! 

Then going beautifully over from the ideal to the pictorial, or phy- 
sical, he says, in anguish and scorn, 
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Alaa! that the/UtuM of tfae flame-dad Visioii 

Should thwarted be, by tfa' sapk« skbakbb's interciaion. 

Finally the two pauses '' — ^2)ad ift mein Famulus — " unaccompanied 
by a comma, is estimated by Grerman scholars as of equal value, and 
often stand ing for the parenthesw — sometimes with us ; — the passage 
80 stopped would consequently read thus. 

£) S£ob !— i<!^ Icnn'ö! (ba^ ift mein Famulos.) 
O Death !~I know'tl (it k my Familiär.) 

The antecedent Death ! ivould therefbre be the noun alluded to ia the 
snbsequent lines, and Famulus, whether meaoing Wagner or not, be 
wholly out of court : — the " trodne @d)lctd)er/' unqutstionably the per- 
soniiied Death I and the fear of untimely dying, the cause of thal 
'' despair," from which Wagner afterwards by his intrusion rescued him. 
It is a common belief in this country, as well as on the Continent, 
that a tapping often precedes one's own or a relative's death. AU have 
heard of the Death-watch, which, until a poor little spider was dis- 
covered tb be the Familiär, was believed to be the sure herald of 
death. The Familiär Spirit is often mentioned in the Bible. 



Page 34, Line 12. 

With Bome rare pragmatic maxims 
Such as a puppet's mouth beseems. 

I have taken these and the foregoing lines as referring to the rulers 
of antiquity, and have therefore translated *' Vetren/" '' potentates" — 
the maxims, such as in the case of Alexander, '' Were I not 
Alexander, then would I be Diogenes,** or Titus's rare saying, <* I 
have lost a day.'* 

Goethe says in one of his recently published letters, alluding to 
a Potentate, ^ ®o ^at er au(^ mit einer eigenftnnigeti/ t>oretngenommenen# 
unrcttif[cirtid)en IBorfteHnneiart, bie Sßelt^&nbel na4 feinem €^inne geimnngen." 



Page 37, Line 13. 

My instrumentB forsooth ! must mock me too, 
Cogs, cylinder, wheels, strap, and screw — 
I'm at the gate ! ye, should the keys be ; dplts ! 
Your heardi are shaggy, bat ye heave me not the bolts. 

I have retained the Grerman word heard^ as mentioned in the 
Preface, which is that part of a key palled the wards, technically 
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denominated the feather of the key, a name as much unknown to 

the general reader as the heard. I have given the accompanying 

wood-cut that the passage may be better 

understood. It is from the memory I 

retain of having seen such style of lock in 

East Prussia. Oq old castle portals the 

bolts are on a larger and more compli- 

cated Scale. The key, at the same time 

that it unlocks, heaves the holt, which 

passes through the lock. The allusion 

intended by Goethe is, that Faust consi- 

dering himself at the very portal of nature*8 mysteries, his instru- 

ments, which are curly, jaggy, or shaggy» like to the beard of a key, 

— which shaggy or curly beard in man indicated strength, did not 

assist him to heave the bolts, — thev had been of no use to him. The 

ancients thought the curly head and shaggy beard a mark of 

strengthy as displayed in Hercules, Tfaeseus, Laocoön, &c. &c. 




Page 43, Line 2. 

We^give the Jögerhani a ton tchday. 

The sign of '' The Huntsman," a house of entertainment, or a house 
of that sort kept by an old huntsman. 



Page 47, Like 1. 

Agatha, hegone ! — 

The word '' fort" is used in two senses, begone ! and forwards ! I 
have understood it in the.first sense, andthink it addressed to the old 
fortune-telling hussey. 



Page 52, Live 15. 
Ab to the Venaubüe ! 

The Host — in Roman Catholic countries all go on their knees when 
the host passes. 
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Page 53, Live 15. 

Tliere was xbd lioit, a bold lorer, &e. 

This passage is füll of alchymical terms — red lion, perhaps mean- 
ing red mercury — the lily, antimony, &c. 



Page 55f Live 23. 

And should one chance on a carious-parclmieut, 
Tis as if Heaven descended with glad newi. 

Wagner, would not be considered by Dr. Dibdin a dull, dry, 
pedant fool, but a rising bibliopolist, and not improbably a worthy 
companion on a bibliomanian tour. I feel certain that the leamed 
doctor, should he see this, will approve of the way in which I bave 
endeavoured to estimate Wagner*s character. 



Page 58, Line 18. 

He fbe young stadent's moflt accompliahed scholar. 

In reference to the attachment lads have to dogs, and the tricks 
they teach them : the Poodle is considered in Germany to be the most 
sagacious of the canine species — also the most companionable. 



Page 65^ Line 6. 
Afl when Destroyer — Fly-god— liar, named. 
The meaning of Apollyon, Beelzebub, &c. 



Page 66, Line 9. 
He beamB from matter — matter giTCB him radiance. 

Meaning that the sun is matter ; and that colour proceeds from 
body or substance. This agrees^with 6oethe*s theory of colours. 



Page 67, Line 5. 
Bo the ETer-moTing thou wouldst dare realst. 

The philosophy of Anaxagoras. See Note to page 30. 
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Line 7. 
BaiM ap thy icy DeTÜ's fUt. 
Devik are considered to be essentially cold, although dwelling^ in 



flame. 




Paoe 68, Line 1. 

Doea then tfae Pentagramma cause you pain ? 

A Symbol formerly scratched on the threshold 
of the finished house by the carpenter, as are 
the triangle, and three Grosses now ; also the 



^ ^^ '}l horse-shoe, which is so often seen at cottage 

'"""^""""^""""""'^' ^^ doors to prevent the devil's entering. The 
Pentagramma is called in common the Druid's foot, from the anci^nt 
belief that Druids were boly persons. Our horse-shoe is possibly of 
German orig^n, and has reference to the Devil» — it is probably 
intended to propitiate the Evil Spirit ! who in Germany is painted 
with horse's feet, — with us hoofs cloven. Mephistopheles in this 
poem Sports only one, and that but on grand occasions. See Wal- 
purgts Night on the Brocken. 

Bishop Kennett calls it '' the pentangle of Solomon : and when it is 
delineated on the body of a man, it is supposed to point out the five 
places wherein our Saviour was wounded. There was an old super- 
stitious conceit that this figure was a fuga demonium : the devils were 
afraid of it.'* In the accompanying Pentagramma one of the points is 
left opeuy for the purpose of explaining the foliowing lines, 

Tlie flfth toe there^that outwaid indexer, 
Ifl at the point not dosed. 



Page 72, Line 21. 

This threshold spell to disunite 
Demands the aid of the grey rata' bite. 

The outer angle having been carelessly left open, it allowed Mephi- 
stopheles (the Poodle) to enter, who being Devil is forced by compact 
to egress by the way he came in at, see page 68, line 17, — the near 
angles being closed, he must avail himself of the rat's assistance, who 
gnaws the point off one of them. 

2m 
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Page 73» Like 5. 

Bo I^FaiuU, draun on, tiU tfaoa leeit ma again. 

I have closely foUowed Goethe in tliis line, bj using the Lfttin 
vocative of Faustus. 



Paoe 74, Line 12. 

Moreo'er thb cocx's tafl feather in my hat 

Mephistopheles calls bimself the Spirit of N^^tion» or he that 
deniesy — and adopts for his crest the cock's feather : the allusion is 
to the cock that crew when Peter denied. Mephistopheles is not of 
the highest rank of fallen angels. 



Page 82, Line 18. 

The Lordflhip, reffte in the wax and leather. 

Having a legal document in your possession, the power or hrdship 
if in the seal and parchment, — and the word of honour dispensed 
vith. 



Page 86, Line 3. 

« 

My worthy Sir— you view the matter 
From a false point, as shall be shown. 

This 18 an obteure passage, meaning, I think, that Faust betng pos- 
sessed of passions and strength, should embrace every opportunity, 
by any means or ways within his control, to grattfy them, the power 
proving the right: insinuating also that inasmuch as he (Mephi- 
stopheles) was at his command, he (Faust) should order and partake 
of all that was in his (Mephistopheles) power to provide, with the 
same justice and freedom as he would make the horse in his stable 
conducive to his pleasure, or use. 



Page 90, Line 10. 
Being aa 'twere in Spanish boots congtrained. 
Instruments of torture made of wood, which pressed tiolently oa 
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the calves of the legs, by means of wedges— -called Spanish boota in 
Germany, because that and other punishmenta were introduced from 
Spain, when Spain held Belgium and the Low Countries. &pani\d^t 
fBocfr or Spanish goat, which was confining the hands and feet 
together ; also Gponif^c Jtragen/ or Spanish collar, a large round 
piece of wood, with a hole in the centre large enou^ for the neck, 
which opened and locked as our Stocks ; it rested on the Shoulders. 
It is a punishmenty I believe, still used in some parts of the north of 
Europe. 

Page 100, Like 2. 

TouH proceed imtanter to dect a " Pope." 

Answers to our chairman or president at a public dinner or jovial 
drinking party. 

Page 103, Line 17. 

And their aeeret dxuw oat— pot m perriwinkle. 

Those who have remarked boys armed with a pin, extract the little 
fish from the shell, will immediately see the palpable closeness to the 
metaphor, and approve of the equivalent I have given for hit SBftcmrs 
au< bct 9lafc sieben. 

Page 104, Line 13. 
Bid ye take tapp&r flnt, with Mister Hans 1 

A Leipzig witticism, and answers to our '' Did you dine with Duke 
Humphrey V 

Page 111, Like 4. 

We aro ri^t casmiMlish well. 

A distich from an old song, the words of which I have not been 
able to obtain in time. 



Page 116, Line 20. 

For me who oould boüd a thonsand bridges in the time. 

Dangerous wooden structures, common in mountainons countries, 
and which have obtained the name of DeviFa bridges. 
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Page 130, Limb 11. 

That's ipoken like Jack liederlich. 

I have retained the German name, because I could not find a short 
equivalent. Liederlich means debauched» wild, &c. 



Page 134, Line 21. 
Olovelyhand! celestial in affinity. 
Ab producing order and happy arrangement. 



Page 135, Line 17. 
Alas ! the g^iant John becomes so pigmy small. 
Giant John, proverbial in Germany for a haugbty, boasting fellow. 



Page 137, Line 25. 

He aaw it &Il;^«nd a-drinking- 

The goblet on the waves would have that appearance, and would 
eventually sink from its sips. 

Page 140, Iike 12. 

Well, well, thoug^ht she, *Üb bat a *'gift jade." 

The present of a dangerous horse, — either from ita being old and 
liable to let you down, or viciously inclined. 



Like 23. 



My dear ladies, the Church, the Chnrch alone, it is manifeft 
Can Stolen,— and unholy things digest. 

The large donations, bequests, and usurpations, of the ancient 
Catholic Church. 



Page 145, Line 4. 
I would alter a certain I>ame Schwerdtlein inquire 1 
A proper name, meaning, however, small sword« 
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Page 150, Line 21. 

Mywlf with yoa wonld rings exchange« 

It 18 the custom in Germany^ and other parte, for rings to be 
exchanged at betrothmente. 



Page 179, Line 3, 

Tlioa dost lack Christianity. 2>cnn bu (aft !ctnc C^rijtent^um. 

In the German, " for thou hast no Christendom," which would not 
be readily understood, that expression being almost obsolete with us. 



Page 180, Line 1. 

Eren of such coots as he — is th' world productive. 

A black water-fowl of the duck species, considered very ugly; it 
feeds late in the evening^ and is then very active : aptly likened to 
Mephistopheles. 

Page 187. 

Outside of the town jafl. Zwinget. 

The root of this word is Smang—ba^cc bcc Swingfr/ ber 3wang/ Force. 
<bc< 3»angcS) — Schmidthenner's 2)cutfd)eS SB6rtetbu4. Schiller uses 
the word in '' Teil," 3»tng ttd/ for a place of confinement, built by 
Gesler — the walls of such gtoinser were very thick, and admitted of 
niches. In this instance it is a jail, or house of correction. 



Page 189, Line 1. 

When Fre so sat at a boosing boat. Genn (4 fo faff bei einem (Belag. 

The word ®elag is not easily rendered ; it means a merry drinking 
Company, a sort of club. 



Page 190, Line 24. 
I see a lambent flame out there. 

A superstitious belief that such flame indicated concealed treasure. 
Lion-Dollars, a coin. 
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Pagb 192, LiKB 21. 
Oat with fh* Toledo towtfakg fink. 

A cant name for the small sword ; the German word for die same im 

8lebemifd|)/ or feather-daster, or whisk. 



Page 197. 

The EtiI Spirit 

A personation of the upbraidiDgs of conscience. The whole acene 
ii a powerful description of Margaret's wretched State of mind. 



Page 200, Line 1. 

Dost thoa not yeam for a brooxnBtick I to bertride ? 

Walpurgis was a female saint, said to have converted the Saxons. 
Goethe was rallied on this passage, but he declined alteriDg it. 



Page 202, Line 17. 

> 

ühal Schahu!— owUflyoTer! 

The owl and the screech-owl — names originating in the sounds 
uttered by those birds : 'tis also the same with the plover, S^bi^f with 
US sometimes called pewit, from its cry. 



Line 26. 

The Masern pushes fibres forth. 2(tt< Belebten berben IXafern. 

I have retained the German word, because I could not give an 
equivalent. Masern is not in reality a tree, — yet there are what are 
called birch-masern and maple-masern, which in fact means that the 
maser of those trees are most prized ; maser being the curly part of 
the wood : it is used for German tobacco-pipe heads, picture frames, 
and fine famiture. The maser, or curly part, is generally found near 
the Toot ; it is however not confined to that part of the tree, but is 
ollen found several feet higher up. Where this natural Operation is 
going on in that part of the tree which is near the root, the maser 
throws out fibres which run horizontally below. the surface of the 
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earth ; they Stretch oat a yard or two, and in sandy soils» wbere rains 
and torrents have carried ofif some of the surface, the fibres are bared, 
and consequently liable to entangle the traveller's foot. In thii 
point of yiew Goethe compares them to the feelera of the polypas. 



Page 203, Line 2. 

And the Glow-worm« riie in flighti» 
With their jngglJng freakish lights, 
To act 88 guides to tfae hoidei beneath. 

Be it borae in mind that all is ''magic mad to-night," therefore the 
glow-worms are on the wing, and the mice on the march from the 
glow of the mountains. 

Line 26. 

They meet and mane anew. 8erein)elt fie auf einmal 

I must own I cannot find authority for the way in which I have 
construed the passage, yet I do not the less' doubt that I have given 
Goethe*8 meaning of the pictare in oorrect keeping. The heat has set 
the ore of the mountain running from many mouths : descending from 
the hills, it flows in many veins through the Valley, until the dip of 
the ground leads the separate veins of molten ore into a rock nook, 
where they all meet, and form again a whole. The only vrord that 
comes near to it in sense, is the 2yctttf4e Soll Btrcin^ which is the 
German custom duties* league. 

Page 204, Like 5. 

Does not Sir Mammon on this feast ihll 
Light up splendidly hls Biillion-Hall? 

The Hartz Mountains contain much ore, which is actively worked ; 
therefore Mephistopheles called it Mammon Palace. 



Page 205, Line 3. 
The 'VntQhee to the Brocken HiH draw. 

The Brocken Hill is the highest hill in that partof GermaBy — and is 
part of the Hartz Mountains. On the top is a flat open space, where 
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crocuses in early spring are astonishingly namerous — ^there is a house 
where refreshment, &c» may be had. When Goethe visited it in 1777, 
he remained there fourteen days, unknown to any of his friends» and 
wrote some beautiful lyrics. To these mountains the Druids fled — 
hence the Bupentitions prevalent. Sir Urian^ another name for Satan. 
The disagreeable atmosphere of the he-goat may^ withoat doing 
violence to the unities, be considered delectable by the witches* olfac- 
tories. J had my reasons for so translating the line. . 



Line 16. 
Otct Uaenftein. 
A high rock in the Hartz. 



Paos 206, Line 15. 
Come with üb, come with us, — ^from FelieiiMe. 
A small rock lake in the Hartz mountains. 



Page 208, Ltke 10. 

O tis a Teiitable witch-element ! 

The peculiar fragrance of the air surrounding the party, Mephi- 
stopheles terms element. 



Paoe 209, Line 16. 

That in the greater-worid, we lesser-worlds ereate. 

The macrocosmus, or the universe — and the microcosmus, or the 
lesser world. The latter is of very extensive signification, meaning 
this earth, society, a farm, a house, even a child's plaything ; it is 
in fact that which bounds our ambition for the time, and administers 
present pleasure and contentment. Alluding to Margaret, Faust says, 
in page 173, line 4, 

Whflst Bldewards 8HB, with childiah oxiBiispicionB mind, 
Has her abode upon the mountain'B narrow ledge, 
Where the whole Btock of her first houBewifery confln'd 
Her all, her litüe world ! Bhe thinkB Beeore withln her cottage. 
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Quarles, in the Enchiridion, says, '' God is Alpha and Omega in the 
great world ; endeavour tö make him so in the little world : make him 
thy evening epilogue, and thy morning prologue/' 



Paoe 212, Line 20. 

This Bhonld a sort of yearly fair or inew6 be. 

The Leipzig fair is well-known in England as the Leipzige messe. 



Paoe 213, Line 4. 
Adam's flnt wife. 
A Rabbinical account, in which Lilith is given as her name. 



Page 214, Line 16. 
He is a sort of Mr. Meddle-with-all. 

Meaning Nicholai, the booksdler of Berlin, who wrote against 
ghosts and witches, and took an active pari against Jesuits. He pub- 
lished, in conjunction with Lessing and Mendelsohn, assisted by Abbt, 
Resewitz, Sulger, &c., ** Letters concerning the newest German 
Literature." He also, burlesqued Goethe's Sorrows of Werther, in a 
publication called ''The Joys of Young Werther." In 1765 he 
brought out, with their — and the assistance of divers literary men in 
different parts of Germauy, a critical work which flourished forty 
years, called ''The Algemeinen Deutschen Bibliothek," which work 
attacked every new System — those writers are probably the Xenien 
of the Intermezzo, page 223. 

Goethe amply revenges himself for the annoyance Nicholai had 
caused him, — by many allusions in this drama : he is the Prockto- 
phantasmist, also the Inquisitive Traveller of pages 221 and 224. 
The following Impromptu was launched at Nicholai and other leanied 
censors by Goethe, 

fßae f(!^rert m{4 htx fBtxlintt ixmn, 

tlnlb etftcl 9)fQffem9efen— • 

ttn)> wer mi^ nidtK oetlielKn ^nn/ 
2)fr Utne Bcffc« (efcn. 

2n 
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In bis letter to Merck, dated Weimar, April 8th, 1785, be says, 
** @inem (Sele^rte n 9on prorenion traue id) ju^ hai er feine f Anf Ginne abt&udBet. 
(S6 ifl it)ncn feiten um ben lebenbigen SBegriff ber @a(be }U t^uu/ fonbern um ^oMf 
»ad max^ baoon gefagt (at" 

Paop 215, Line 6. 
Spite of our wisdom a Tegel hocue is haanted. 
The name of a place near Berlin. 



Line 20. 
Then is he cured of ghosts and necromaney. 

Nicbolai, although be took a decided part against superstition, was, 
according to bis own account, afflicted with stränge aberrations, or 
ocular delusions ; tbe application of leecbes had a beneficial efiecton 
bim. 



Page 216, Like 15. 
A magic Btatae — 'ti« lifeless— is an idoL 
From ci^diXo!", an Image of tbe mind. 



Line 19. 

TouVe heard the Btory of Medusa? 

Tbe Medusa bead turned tbe gazers on it to stone. In the National 
Gallery is a picture on tbe subject by Poussin. 



Page 217, Line 10. 

A Single string of coral beads should deck. 

Indicating tbe death Margaret was to 8u£fer, namely, beheading. 



Line 17. 

There goes all merrily — as in the Prater. 

A park well covered with pine trees, tbrougb whicb brOad avenues 
have been cut for tbe diversion of equestrians and promenaders. It 
is tbe Hyde Park or Regent's Park of Vienna, with tbis difierence, 
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that there are constantly refreshment bootbs and places for fan aud 
amusement by tbe road side ; on holidays, as Easter, &c., the num- 
bers increase. 



Page 219, Line 2. 

For the working men o^ Miedings. 

Miedings was macbinist and scene-painter to tbe Weimar tbeatre. 
Nature proyiding tbe scenery, it was to bis men a boliday. 



Line 8. 
Then sball the goldbk half suffice me. 

Tbis 18 a very obscure passage. I bave understood it as were tbe 
Herald to say, '* We are met for tbe purpose of celebrating a Golden 
Marriage, wbicb can only take place after fifty nuptial years are füll." 
For my own part, were I to live until my fiftietb wedding-day» I 
am inciined to tbink I sbould prefer tbe golden balf of tbe Feast, 
oolden-markiage ! — or " gold" in preference to " dalliance." 
l'wenty-five years of marriage is called in Germany tbe silver mar- 
riage-day, and fifty years tbe golden* 



Page 220, Line 2. 

Switching his foot in dancing. ttnb Weift ben guf im 8(ettctL 

Wbat is meant tbereby is, tbat Puck comes in waltzing, and scrapes 
tbe sole of tbe rigbt-foot sboe along tbe ground, making a noise 
similar to tbe wbetting of a carving-knife on a stone Step. The waltz 
is always commenced by tbe left foot, and sweeping, switcbing, or 
swicbing tbe rigbt foot in a balf circle after it causes tbe peculiar 
sound, — formerly it was considered very masterly to produce it. From 
tbat circumstance tbe waltz was, and is often called a Scbleifer. 



Line 5. 

Ariel leada the flong to-day. 

Pack, Arliel, Oberen, and Titania, are tbe same as mentioned by 
Sbakspeare ; as to tbe following cbaracters, notbing cörtain can be 
Said, Goetbe not haying leit a key to them — tbat they are all bur- 
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lesque» and intended to satirize Systems, persons, dress, and manners» 
is certain. I havc several times witnessed the introduction of this 
style of four-line verse, after • the bottles have passed freely, — when 
each one at table was required in turn, to cudgel out a stanza füll of fun, 
nonsense, or wit, as may be, to this metre, — making what he pleased 
his subject of merriment ; — from the master of the house to the cat 
in the kitchen. 



Page- 236, Line 10. . 

Who can say it was for me intended ? 

It is difficult to know to what Margaret refers, whether to an old 
legend that described a similar case, or to the burthen of a song only ; 
thinking the latter possible, I have, in line 6, put *^ She made away 
with it*' in inverted commas. 



Page 241, Live 20. 

It will rise again youH see. 
This whole passage may be taken as a literal description of what 
did occur. 



Page 242, Line 4. 

There Bits my mother on a cold Btone. 

The breaking oif, and repeating the line, strongly mark increasing 
distraction, — sense ebbs and flows in rapid transitions — ending in a 
pious calm. 

Page 243, Line 8. 
The bell toUf^the wand is severed. 

A close description of the ceremony of beheading, as practised for- 

merly in Germany, 

Eyery neck winces at sight 

Of the Sharp steel, that nmst mine disimite. 

The sympathetic feeling experienced by apectators eyen when wit- 
nessing a surgical Operation. 



LoMMw: J. aiDBR, pjuivTut* 1^ Bamtvolomvw Cims. 
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